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THE LOVE 
| DIDN'T WANT 
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“T make sure I'll be satisfied — 
I always buy a BRAND 
that’s made a NAME for itself!” 


FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


J], BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved value. Brand Names 


save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, ete. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections, 


Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, ete. 


4, GET THE LATEST’! Spend smartly on up-to-date products, 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 


Advertisers in this magazine are good names to know. 


They re proud of their brands “cause they satisfy so! 
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BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION. INC. ¢ 437 FIFTH AVENUE, 
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°0 A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 — weeks 








A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help ¥ 4 WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of -_ 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you work part o1 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi 
ties . . . work in hospitals. clinics. doctor's oftices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . infant cases, hos 
pital nursing. or travel with vour patient all over the world 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and vou need never worry about being “‘laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates. now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW vou can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes 
sional training school 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks 














Or if you have had any previous training. you can graduate in 30 F . 
to 60 days ‘ - 
- : : POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, ’ 

; BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information ; 471116 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. ' | 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we ! 1 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson ' Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and ! 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 1 FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. : 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. | ' 
| NAME : 7 am 3 
: ' 
' ' 
POST GRADUATE nosiffaieSENb0L OF NURSING | Avoress 
I7L116 Auditorium piss: Chicago 5, Ul. ‘ 1 
Benes ‘ a STATE ’ 
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with the 
slimness and 
flexibility of a 
| | fine sabre to 
| enhance every 
| curve with 
\ flowing 
xcitement. 






| Hollywood 
sheaths, cut 
| | 






222131 CLINGING VINE 
—- of an ‘oor created for 
Hollywood's 


star, this Re ol sheath in 
curve-clinging wool jersey in 
skin tight from top to hem. 
ba reveals every contour 
he body. Long, long back 

rollover 


3 Black, 
la Red of Goldtone. Sizes 10 to 
18 Only. $19.98 


2576 TROPIC TORCH 

Tantalizing mandarin Oriental sheath 

of rayon and acetate crepe. yon 

vent at hem and mandarin collar 

trimmed with oriental braid jet Black. 

Chinese White, Sin; e Red. po 
© 1956 5 to 15 of 10 to 1 $13.98 


+ 
rein Dept. 3831 
fr dey I¢ ks 1430 N. CAHUENGA BLVD., 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 
@ $19.98 Size 


@ $13.98 Size 
enclose payment 
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Buy Early NOW 
For Xmas! 


2258 FLATTER FLARE 
The rage of Paris’ Smart new 
tong torso tines, accented with 
perky mermaid flounce Boned 
bra-fit Dodice dips low im back 
Rayon and acetate taffeta 
Aqua. Lime or let Black Sizes 
10 to 18 Sale $it.se 
#2170 STAR GAZER 

Stunning velveteen” sheath 
Rhinestone studded strips of 
self material tre ithe strap 
less top to low collar in a iat 
tice-of loveliness against your 
skin. Black Red Emeraic 
Green Sizes 10 to 18 $19.98 
*Rayon and cotton back 


22243 SHOCK SHEATH 

Whether you choose this giam 
orous new sheath in genuine 
lyon back velvet. or in gold 
or silver metaiinc jurex it has 
4 Curve-hugging fit that iook< 
the it was born on yvou' Tiny 
shoestring straps Siiver or 
gold lurex Black Velvet Size 
10 to 18 $19.98 






32431 SHIMMERING SHEATH 

Giittering rayon and acetate 
metaiinc iurex fully toned ir 
fayon taffeta Daring design 
with sit meckiine shin-tight 
Gold or Silver Sizes 1C 
to 18 Loons twice $18.96 






£2237 FLIRTING FOLLY 
Most sensational fiirt of the 
season in curve-revealing 
matte satin with) see-thru 
sheer nylon yoke and iong 
tight sieeves for that fire 
and-ice look Satin turtie neck 
collar and cuffs Raven Biack 
Lipstick Rec or Champagne 
Sizes 5 to 15 $24.98 
*Rayon and Acetate 


#2230 MAGIC TOUCH 
Ship mto this stimky sheatr 
and enjoy the magic touch of 
figure flattering allure’ Fabu 
fous 2-tone styling creates ut 
terly exciting sliumness with 
light front pane! enciosed by 
dark sides and back that Iter 
ally eat up the inches’ italian 
cow! neck and deep V back 
Exquisite rayon and acetate 
crepe Brown and goid Biack 
and white Sizes 10 to i8 
$15.98 
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HOLLYWOOD 





#2243 


or timed jurex 
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#23524 (TALIA ROMANCE 
inspired by wealthy Italian re 
mesort fashions, this matte jer 
sey pullover gives you the cor 
tinental took from hood t 
Curve-clinging bodice When 
not im use sa 
flattering cow! Black. Beige 
Turquoise Sizes 30 to 38 
$9.98 


21663 CROSS CUT 

Daring darimg of a cockta 
Sweater Orion tube knit fits 
ishe @ SeCOMG shin up to aliur 
mg arm Bands that emphasize 
bare” took Bust cuff anc 
arm bands of ribbon knit 
Ousted with glistening rhine 
stones Black, White, Pink 
Biue Sizes 32 to 38 «$7.98 


2470 ANGEL STRIPES 

& Hollywood Hit’ Chromspur 
acetate taffeta with scoor 
mech, jeweled buttons and do 
man sieeves Red and White 
Biack and White Sizes 32 t 
38 SPECIAL at $3.88 


23505 ROCK HW’ ROLL 

Have a bali in this rayon anc 
acetate crepe sheath skirt! It < 
different with two rows of 
buttons running across the 
back. each im its own little 
ruffied fan shaped fiounce 
Real tricky’ Black only Size 
10 to 18 $10.98 


2522 BACK INTEREST 

Back zipper for smug fit. piu 
two eye-catching pockets an 
sit hemiime Buttons trim the 
ack Rayon anc acetate ta! 
feta Biack. Red or Grey Size 
10 to 2 $5.98 


21709 SHEER DEAR 

A charmer in tine nylon sheer 

Full. full sieeves and deepest 

Plunge meck ever’ jewe! but 

toms White Sizes 32 to 38 
$6.98 


21537 SKIRT MATE 


Suspenders are detachabi: 
Yarn-dyed acetate taffeta 
Biack Red Fiame Roya! Bive 





Sizes 10 to 18 Specia! at 
4 $8.68 
Star Dusters oe — <4 


4 8 
£269 OPENING WIGHT | 
Perfect to siip on over every 
thing you Own’ Full cut swingy 
date Guster of firm silky ray 







rederi¢ks a] 


1430 NW. CAMUENGA Bivo. eo! 





Navy Biack Beige-Glow Size { Of HOLLY WOOD t 28, CALIF Eh 
10 to 1 $10.9 





#633 NIGHTCLUB FUR 











Luscious. lovely snow-white Please send the follow 
tur Exquisite pelts of Natura ¢ following styles (order by numbers 
Ranch Rabbit (US Origir Stvige 






Geftly designed to be worn as 

cape of bolerc fully rayon 

med Truly elegant White 
$ 







only 
Pius $230 Fea Tas 


2397 WEATHER VANE 
New' Gadabou! uniined giar 





| CD | encteose payment () send C.0.0 No C.0.0. without $1 deposit 








Our-coat in water-repelient ray 
on “Gieam-Gabardine witn Money Back MAME . ones 
iustrous sheen Fuli-cut smart G t 
contour-beit has accent of uarantee 00a 
soutache braid and gay spa a ess 
kling rhinestones Huge pock cily STATE ZONE 
—_—_— 





ets and tapeis Midnite Biack 
ice Blue. White Frost. Re 
Sizes 10 to 16 $14.98 ~ 











LIGHTER, ERIGHTER = 
MAUMEE! SUP 6x SS 


Casts a Spell of Romance 


\ lovely complexion attracts men’s 
admiration. So, start today using 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and watch your skin 
take on a lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its bleaching action 
vorks effectively inside your skin. 
Modern science knows of no faster 
vay of lightening skin. 


zet Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
434, 65¢ 


BLACK = AND s WHITE 











BLEACHING CREAM 





A Soothing Dressing - 

BURNS ¢ CHAFE ¢ 
MINOR CUTS « 

Skin Irritations ... 


Helps 
Heal 


SRUSTS 
ut 25¢ 








ormula! 


BUST CREAM 


WITH MAGIC LANOLIN 


wew FOR 








you more attractive... You'll 
_ = be amazed at the new beauty 
this sensational glamour aid 


can give to your figure! 
> MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
$3.00 a 
tor $5.00 @ 
SAVE: We pay postage 
on. CASH 208 


ORDERS 50 
fee COD 


Clip. this ad- and 
60-day supp 
120-doy supp'y 


Alises* 


HOLLYWOOD BEAUTY CREAMS 


JL LELELS Allus-o, Dept. Tc 
527 LEXINGTON AVE, ROOM 548, W. Y. 38, N.Y. 




















PEN PALS LET INK FLY 


I have no complaints against your magazine, 
but I agree with Estella Nickens of Chester, 
Pa., 100 per cent in your August issue. Some 
people say all letters will be answered, I will 
exchange photos, please write, etc. | have writ- 


ten four or five with no reply. They are only 
— things bad for people who are inter- 


“7 long as your letter isn’t returned, you 
know it was received by someone. If they 
don’t want anyone to write, why make an 
appeal in a magazine to start with? That’s 
unfair to the ones who really are sincere. A 
person who would write them, thinks they 
are like the last ones. So I say in conclusion, 
if you don’t want to be bothered, don’t print 
your name and address in TAN. 

Charles Robinson 
Bronx, N. Y. 


There seems to be quite a controversial 
subject concerning the negligence within the 
pen pal section of your TAN magazine. | 
ull like to try to explain, the best way 
possible, the meaning of the situation within 
the armed services. 

Once the correspondence is gained, both 
parties will respond politely at first, then if 
the interest isn’t strong enough, the corre- 
spondence is ended, tragic as it may seem. 
If more and more people would realize the 
importance of this type of introduction, I 
think it would tend to be more serious than 
just writing for the curiosity involved. I have 
recei over 200 letters since the August 
issue of TAN, and with the limited amount 
of time I have away from my duty section, 
you can see why it is very impossible to 
answer all the letters at once. 

I am sure most servicemen will agree with 
me. So I ask that the pen pals who write 
be more explicit and serious for the benefit 
of all concerned. 

A/3C Sid Cain 


Forbes A.F.B., Kans. 


LIKES HIBBLER, REBEL HEART 


I have been reading your TAN for the 
last four months, and | think it is the great- 
est on the newsstands. I just started your 
August issue, and I think it is wonderful. 
“What Love Can Do,” by Al Hibbler was 
great, and also, “My Rebel Heart.” It was 
the most. So keep up the good work, and 
I'll keep buying them for sure. 

Miss Elnora Jones 
Quitman, Miss. 


TAN FANS 


I’m now reading the August issue of TAN. 


| think it’s the greatest magazine | ever read. 
| never was interested in true story maga- 
zines, but [| found TAN about three years 
ago, and it is real gone. “Wife Stealer,” “I 
Married A Blind Man,” all were very good. 
I love TAN. I never miss it. [ really think 
it is the best I ever read. So please keep up 
the good work of TAN. Your magazine is 
tops. I think everyone should love TAN. 
Miss Ruth Wright 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


| think TAN is a wonderful book. I have 
just finished reading the August issue. “Loose 
And Foolish ” is one of the best stories I’ve 
read in a long time. I enjoy reading TAN 
and I’m hoping it much success in the future. 
Blanchie Johnson 

Bremond, Texas 


After years of reading your magazine, | 
finally got up enough nerve to write. I want 
to congratulate you on your fine work. Keep 
it up. [ really enjoy reading your magazine, 
and am sure others feel the same. 

A/3C Thomas H. Jones 
Loring A.F.B., Maine 


I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
a long time. I thought the story of Buddy 
Dupree was one of the best I have read. 
Perhaps it will prevent a lot of youngsters 
from making the same mistake. 

So keep up the good work. 

Charles Zella Willis 
Lyon, Miss. 


We have just finished reading the August 
issue of this real crazy book called TAN. 
We think it is great. 

In reading, we found “Teen-Age Gangster” 
and “The Price Of Adultery” two swell sto- 
ries. Keep the good reading going. 

Josephine and Lillian Woody 
Roxboro, N. C. 


NIGHTTIME COMPANION 


| think your magazine is the most. It’s 
about everything you could want in a maga- 
zine. | am white, and find your magazine 
could keep me in nights. Keep up the good 
stories and Hollywood chatter! It’s the most! 
Cathy (Niky) Bauman 

Chicago, Ill. 


COVER CONSCIOUS 


I have enjoyed reading TAN since I first 
discovered it on the newsstands. The cover, 
incidentally, was what first attracted me to 
TAN, and I have just one complaint to make 
about your recent issues. 

Why do you mess up an otherwise attrac- 
tive cover by dividing it in half, using the 
half space only for the cover picture? [ like 
the other way better, with the story titles 
against the background of the total picture. 
And how about some handsome males on the 
cover sometimes? Gals buy TAN too. As for 
your stories and articles, TAN is the greatest. 
Keep up the good work. 

Florence Talbot 
Detroit, Mich. 


SYMPATHY NOTE 


TAN is one of my favorite magazines, and | 
would never be without it. I have read every 
issue from the first. 

Thanks for printing the article by Erskine 
Hawkins, “Marriage Can Hurt Your Career,” 
in the September issue. He has always been a 
favorite of mine, and I sympathize with him in 
the marital troubles he has had. 

Mary Stuart 
Roanoke, Va 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI: 

I am 16 years old and am “going 
steady” with a young man in the Air 
Force. | would like to know what is an 
appropriate present for me to give him 
on his birthday. Tie pins and cuff links 
are popular gifts. but could I select 
something more personal or different? 

Willic Mae Cummings 
Brooklyn. N. Y. 
Dear Willie Mae: 

Since by “going steady” | presume a 
formal announcement of an engagement 
is in the offing. there are several articles 
you might give your young man with 
proper propriety. 

The most personal gift. and one he un- 
doubtedly would cherish, would be a 
portrait photograph of yourself in a 
handsome leather folding case. The case. 
which will protect the picture during his 
travels. could be enhanced by his initials 
stamped in gold 

lf he is a member of a Greek letter 
society or a fraternal order. the emblem 
of his organization would make an at- 
tractive present. or a key chain, cigarette 
or pipe case, lighter. cuff links, tie clasp. 
bill fold, set of military brushes, or ad- 
dress book, stamped with the insignia. 

For off duty wear. knit him a sweater. 
pullover, socks or gloves. Hand roll 
jumbo-size, fine linen handkerchiefs. 01 
a colorful ascot of pure silk. Embroide: 
a dress shirt. For the latter. check on his 
collar size and sleeve length, and into all 
the things you make. be sure to work in 
your “love and affection.” 





isn't it good to know 
you're using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 


pure always insist on genuine 


‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 





inthe BLUE SEAL. package. 


When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear. clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn't 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 








“HITE PETROLEUM JEL! 





Reader's Digest calis it “The Wonder Jelly!" 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond's Inc. 
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{ am a new TAN reader who wishes to 
nake new friends in the United States or 
elsewhere. | don’t know how to get in with 
Pen Pals, and so | would like some help 
on how to make friends. [ am a Negro girl 
who is handicapped in the hands. But I go 
o high school, and also can do just about 
anything the other girls can do. 

| am 22 years old, 5’%” tall, with black 
hair and blue eyes, weigh 99 lbs. 

Christine M. Townes 
283 Grant St.—Apt. 6 
Danville, Va. 


lt is my greatest desire to correspond with 
females between the ages of 18-23 in the 
().S.A. and all other parts of the world. 
am 22 years old, 6'1” tall, light com- 
plexion and weigh 139 lbs. | am an ardent 
ecord collector and gee, I simply love danc- 
| also like reading and tennis a great 
Won't all you charming girls who read 
letter write to me? | definitely will re- 
ply to all letters received. 


leal 


Neil Preston 

c/o Kgn. Wharves Ltd., 
P. O. Box 260 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| am very interested in exchanging letters 

with young men of all nationalities. I am 

years old, with brown eyes, black curly 

hair, brown complexion, 5’ tall, weight, 135 

lbs. My hobbies are reading and writing and 

! love music. 

| shall endeavor to answer all letters, and 
will exchange photos without fail. 

Miss Belinda S. Caten 

725 Monroe St. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 


| am a constant reader of TAN and think 
it a very fine magazine. I would like to take 
advantage of your Pen Pal section. I am 
23 years old, 5’9” tall, weight, 150 lbs. dark 
complexion. 

Out here, or in fact, over here, there is 
nothing to do, and I would enjoy receiving 
and answering letters from the Good Old 
U.S.A. and other places. 

\/3C Goldie H. Shepherd, Jr. 
\.F. 12463560 

H.Q. Sq. Section, Box 100 
38th A.B. Grp., A.P.O. 970 

San Francisco, Calif. 


! would like very much to become a mem- 
ber of the Pen Pal Club. | am 14 and would 
ike to correspond with people all over the 
world. Ali letters will be answered. 

| enjoy reading TAN every month. 

Jeanette Hamlin 
842 25th St. 
Newport News, Va. 


Will you please print my request for Pen 
Pals for all over the world, between the ages 
»f 16-21. | am interested in dancing and lis- 
tening to all the top hits of the nation. | 
uiso like to sing. Will be more than happy 


Q 





to answer any letters | receive, so please write 
me soon. 

Birdie Jean Baker 

2206 East 24th St. Terrace 

Kansas City, Mo. 


Please enter my name on your Pen Pal 
list. I am male vocalist with Ernie Fields’ 
orchestra, and would like to correspond with 
people of all ages. 

| have been a reader of your wonderful 
magazine for a long time, and look forward 
to each new publication. Thanks for your 
kindness, and | will exchange photos with 
anyone. 

\l Harrison 
c/o Ernie Fields’ Orchestra 
1852 N. Peoria Ave. 


Tulsa, Okla. 
My name is Rosemary Smith. | am 14 
years old and in high school, 5’ 1%" tall, dark 


brown hair, big brown eyes. I would like 

to correspond with girls and boys ages 14-18. 

My hobbies are dancing, records, cooking, 

swimming, reading, movies, having fun, and 

last but not least—writing. All letters re- 

ceived will be answered promptly, also ex- 
change of photos. 

Rosemary Smith 

Box 3747 

Lowell, Ariz. 


[ am a patient at Piedmont Sanitarium, 
and have been here one year. | am hoping 
to be released soon. I am 28 years old, brown 
complexion, 5'10”, weigh 170 lbs. 

I would like to correspond with ladies be- 
tween 24-34, and will answer all letters. 

Charlie Carroll 
Piedmont Sanitarium 
Burkeville, Va. 


Being a practical nurse and having night 
duty in a convalescent home leaves me with 
lots of empty hours on my hands. I would 
like to correspond with any servicemen be- 
tween the ages of 23-30, who like to write 
and receive mail. 

I’m 23 years of age, 5’6%” tall, have brown 
eyes and olive brown complexion. My hob- 
bies are swimming, dancing and good books. 
Will answer all mail as promptly as possible. 

M. Hill 
139 Marcella St. 
Roxbury, Mass. 


| am a constant reader of TAN and really 
like the Pen Pal page. I am 14 years old, 
5’3”, 115 lbs. I have black hair and medium 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with foreign girls and boys between the ages 
of 14-17. I will answer all letters received. 
Mary Louise Mattiex 

801 West Pine St. 

Arcadia, Fla. 


| would like to correspond with females 
from all parts of the U.S.A. I am 18 years 
of age, 5’4” tall, weight, 135 lbs. My hobbies 
are music, dancing and sports. [| also like 
traveling. I’m a senior in high school. 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 





Keep the 





! would like to hear from persons who like 
to travel and make friends. If you're looking 
for a guy with a little Joe Turner, Ray 
Charles, Little Willie John, Johnny Ace, and 
a lot of Earl King, then look no more—you'll 
contact me at this address. 

Paul Vann, Jr. 
P. O. Box 123 
Magnolia, N. C. 


Your Pen Pals page gave me the idea to 
write, hoping that | would be able to cor- 
respond with ladies between 27-34, regardless 
of race. [ am French, white, 35, 5’8” tall, 
140 l|bs., brown hair and eyes, and in the 
\ir Force. [ like all kinds of music and 
sports. | will exchange photos on request 
and will answer all correspondence. 

S. Sgt. Jack B. Bebout, AF35600508 
807th Air Base Group 
March AFB. Calif. 


| am a young man of 19 who would like 

very much to correspond with young women 

between the ages of 16-18. My height is 6’1”, 

and | weigh 170 Ibs. I will gladly exchange 
photos and answer all correspondence. 

Raymond V. Wright 

1925 Harmon St. 

Berkeley 3, Calif. 


| would appreciate it if you would put my 
request for Pen Pe!s in your column. | would 
especially like to write to servicemen between 
the ages of 18-23. I am 17 years of age, 5’5” 
tall, brown complexion. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, writing, skating, reading and sports. | 
sincerely promise to answer all letters and 
exchange photos. 
Grace L. Turner 
953 Dean St. 
Brooklyn 38, N. Y. 


{ am a lonely young man interested in cor- 
responding with some nice intelligent girls 
between the ages of 17-21. I am 23, 5’10” iall, 
weigh 150 lbs., brown complexion, with wavy 
dark hair and grey eyes. My career is marine 
engineering. Hobbies are singing, accordion- 
playing, and photography. All mail received 
will be answered promptly. 

Ricardo Ebanks 


S.S. Ore-Titan 

c/o Page & Jones 910 
Ist National Bank Bldg. 
Mobile, Ala. 


! am a regular reader of your excellent 
magazine and would like to correspond with 
young colored men between the ages of 23-29. 
I am fond of classical music and ballet, but 
also like good jazz, foreign languages and 
good friendship. Would love to have many 
pen friends in the states and Africa. | am 
Spanish and white, but an ardent admirer 
of your race. 

Martha E. Martinez 

Blord Artigas 978 Bis 

Apt. 14 

Montevideo, Uruguay, S.A. 
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By 


James Goodrich 


OUIS ARMSTRONG appears as 
America’s best goodwill envoy in a 
new Columbia LP album called Euro- 
pean Concert Recordings By Ambassa- 
dor Satch. Tape recorded in Amsterdam 
and Milan. the set showcases the popula 
trumpeter-vocalist as he captivated kur- 
ope last year on a news-making tour that 
won friends for the L. S. and brought 
Satchmo official commendation from the 
State Department. The set embraces tet 
old Dixieland favorites (Royal Garden 
Biues. Tin Roof Blues, The Faithful Hus- 
sar. Muskrat Ramble, All Of Me, Twelfth 
Street Rag. Undecided, Dardanella. W est 
End Blues and Tiger Rag}. all performed 
for socko results by Armstrong in his 
familiar fashion. 

Louis’ regular combo at the time of 
his European tour backed him on the 
tapes for the album. While the music 
starred Louis. he nonetheless got a solid 
assist from the quintet—trombonist 
Trummy Young. drummer Barrett 
Deems, bassist Arvell Shaw, pianist Billy 
Kyle and clarinetist Edmond Hall. They 
complemented Satchmo appropriately 
and he came through the sessions sound- 
ing as good as ever. 





When Louis is not blowing his hot 
trumpet in Ambassador Satch. he is tak- 
ing a happy fling at singing in his scat 
stvle. He warbles on three numbers— 
Faithful Hussar. West End Blues and 
All Of Me—and his gravel-voiced vocals 
are listenable enough to draw critics’ 
votes as the best feature in the album. 
One hep observer calls Satchmo’s sing- 
ing on the sides “sandpaper joy.” 

All the numbers in the Ambassador 
Satch collection had years before been 
recorded by Armstrong in LU. S. studios 
and the Stateside recordings rate over 
the more recent ones in quality. The 
reason is technical. It is easier to capture 
and control sounds in a studio than it is 
on a concert stage. 

Although Armstrong’s European al- 
bum may be short on technical quality. 
the sides still make desirable items for 








collectors because they are a partial rec- 
ord of the New Orleans Pied Piper's 
most sensational triumph to date. Adding 
to the value of Ambassador Satch is a 
catchy cover photo of Satchmo in tails 
and striped pants. 

Columbia couldn’t have released the 
new Armstrong (Continued on Page 62) :; 
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TELL THE ANGELS—W. 
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Now ...LUCKY HEART TINT CREAM 


LIGHTENS COMPLEXION INSTANTLY 
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Brings Natural Complexion Loveliness 
Lucky Heart’s amazing new Tint Cream J sg any woman a flattering, brighter, 
vatural looking complexion instantly. This pens Aon non-oily cream smooths 
put evenly, disappears ons leaving a sheer film of color that stays on until 
removed. Brightens dull drab skin. Blends so evenly it gives the same smooth 
complexion shade over all—Lucky Heart Tint Cream is especially wonderful 
for oily or shiny skins because it gives a soft finish for glowing complexion 
loveliness. 


Famous Color-Keyed Make-Up Guide Sent FREE! 


A Color-Keyed Make-Up Guide created by Lucky Heart Beauty Specialists who 
know and understand your skin coloration problems is yours Free for the asking. 
The Lucky Heart Make-Up Guide reproduces in actual color the natural! skin 
ones. This permits you to decide your own skin tone, and select the shades 
proper and becoming to your skin. What's more from then on you will know the 
correct shades of Lucky Heart Make-Up that will make you look your very best. 
You'll be thrilled with your complexion when you use Lucky Heart cosmetics 
lesigned for your skin. Sold exclusively by Lucky Heart Representatives. 

So don’t wait another minute, fill out the coupon and send it in. Your Lucky 
Heart Make-Up Guide will be sent you at once. It’s Free. Now find out for 
yourself how beautiful your complexion can be. 


*Yccky Heart 


COSMETICS 


Memphis, Tenn. 





Lucky Heart Cosmetics, Dept. 2L 
390 Mulberry Street, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
Without obligation to me, please send the Free booklet, “Color-Keyed 














PUETHY 


Loving Or Leaving? 


Tell me how to love you 

So my heart will never break. 
Tell me how to miss you 

So my heart will never ache. 


Can I be se careful 
Of dreams and yearning kisses 
That I will not be tearful 


If | never am your Mrs.? 


Tell me how to hate you 

So I can laugh with ease. 

Tell me how to rate you— 

Are you honest or a tease? 
—Florance Williams 


Loneliness 


Loneliness 

Is nothing more 
Than a moonbeam 
At the door. 


Scarlet worn 

By autumn’s trail. 
Train smoke echoes. 
Box for maii, 


Wisp of sunset, 
Bud of star, 
Always wondering 
How you are. 
Gladys Martin 


The Gambler 


Once when I| was young and free 

| roamed the world in ecstasy 

And stopped to warm myself a 
while 

Within the sunshine of your smile. 

| loved the warmth and prayed 
that you 


Make-Up Guide,” and more information on the New Lucky Heart Might find an echo in it, too, 





Tint Cream. Send for Free Color- I : - | had d 

~—— Keyed Make-Up ,ove comes once; — my ay. 
Guide | took a chance and paid my way 

Address For life is a gamble at its best 
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And Lady Luck is but a guest 
Who does not dwell in known 
abode 
To guarantee a Mother lode. 
So better far (1 reason this) 
To love and lose and know its bliss 
Than live a barren life in vain 
Without love’s sweetness and its 
pain. 
—Vera Dolores Bromiley 


A Winter Hour 


Within a gleaming, crystal wood. 

Heart to heart. one day we stood. 

Where all was dazzling. icy shine. 

A dawning love was yours and 
mine. 

And as the shining wonder grew. 

Life would be warmed by this we 
knew: 

Our love that with its radiant 
flower 

Made summer of a winter hour. 


—tIris D'Arcy 


A Letter 
To Your Heart 


| sent a letter to your heart 
With my return address 

And pasted upon the envelope 
My stamp of happiness 


I dated it for every day 
Of all the years in store 
And started out by calling you 
The darling | adore 


| dropped it in the mailbox where 
The rainbow seemed to start 
And asked the angel carriers 
To fly it to your heart 


| hope they took it safely to 
Your corner of the sky 
And someday your heart will send 
A favorable reply 
—Jessie Louise Hines 
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HERMAN OPTICAL CO. “win 
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Lord’s Prayer Cross Style No 
Necklace if you send | Glass Color Frame Color | 
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\en G2 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 




















Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk Offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


RAVEEN Dept. 1-11 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
risk offer. 
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PMoney back quarantee 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- 
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Armstrong and Robert Merril! 
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By Margo Hughes 


“jee MAY BE SOME QUESTION as to 

what’s with this Elvis Presley, but—if this 
means anything—he’s got it made for a while. 
Sammy Davis, Jr. has added an imitation of “The 
Pelvis” to the night club scene of his Mr. W onder- 
ful show. Meanwhile, little Sammy has refused to 
record a song titled, Shh—/t’s Confidential. Song 
belongs to the publisher of Confidential magazine, 
which has published several “scandals” involving 


Sammy. 


Breakup of the Wild Bill Davis Trio 
has produced a Crazy and Wonderful 
Trice. Or so goes the name of the new 
group formed by ex-drummer Crary 
Chris and guitarist Floyd (Wonderful ) 
Smith. 


Louis Armstrong at New York’s Lewisohn Sta- 
dium, playing the first jazz date on that longhair 
concert stage, stepped through a forest of wires 
and mikes and announced in his own inimitable 
style: “First we’re going to lay some new songs on 
you we dug while over in Europe. That is. before 
we all get electrocuted up here!” 


Speaking of “high society.” Nat 
(King) Cole played the Hollywood 
bowl hacked by 103 men. The extra 


three men were his own trio. 


Los Angeles Shriners voted Brother 
Joe May, ace gospel and spiritual singer, 
“King of the Gospel Singers,” then 
draped Brother Joe in a 16-carat gold 
robe. 


Miami’s favorite deejay, 
Milton (Fat Deddy) Smith 
almost lest his identity after 
dropping 50 pounds trying to 
make it on water skis while va- 
cationing in Nassau. He made 
it with the skis . . . and gained hack 
the 50 making i: with those peas and 
rice and native rum. 





That cute piano player at New York’s swank 
Living Room is 22-year-old Willie Threat. who 
sings like King Cole and admits to never having 
taken a piano lesson in his life. Dizzy Gillespie 
found Willie in his home town Birmingham, and 
after singing with the band for a spell, Willie 
made the rounds of several top spots in the big 
city and has settled comfortably in the Living 
Room, which is owned by his manager. 


Herb (“Close Your Eyes”) Lance, 
whe hasn’t been heard from for too 
long lately, is bouncing back into the 
news all the way from gay Paree. He’s 
heen wowing them over there. 


Cool jazz fell flat on its face in Youngstown. 
Ohio, when the Black and Tan Theatre Club pre- 
sented the Modern Jazz Quartet. The natives 
just weren’t ready yet. 


Cate Georgia Carr, who’s been sing- 
img up a storm on the West Coast, 
quietly commutes to New York ever so 
often to see the love she left behind. 

(Continued on Page 62} 





Elvis Presley and Sammy Davis, Jr. 
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“Tm just as beautiful as she 
is,’ Marge cooed. “Don’t you 
believe it? Look for vou rself ” 





In a world filled with talented men and beautiful women, an 


ordinary guy like Bill Evans was too easily dazzled. His 


toughest problem was to fight off the terrible temptations, 


and try to find his own way in life . . . 


T WAS 10 MINUTES past noon when 
I stepped off the train in the small 
New England resort town, a battered 
suitcase in each hand and $150 in my 
wallet. This town, Salton-by-the-Sea, was 
to be my headquarters for the rest of the 
summer, and that was all the money | 
had in the world. When a taxicab driver 
opened the door of his car and motioned 
me in, I shook my head. I would save 
my money, beginning right now. I would 
walk to my boarding house. 


As I walked down the narrow streets 
lined with souvenir shops, my eyes 
popped. Salton certainly was living up 
to its reputation for gorgeous women, 
expensive cars and exclusive shops. It 
was the leading art colony on the At- 
lantic Coast, and it was filled with writ- 
ers, artists, beautiful women, rich play- 
boys. And I, Bill Evans, was going to 
jump right into the middle of it—even 
though my bankroll was mighty small. 

I began acting the part of a guy who 


ayia 
_ belonged. I did my best to look like a 


Pe cad 


£53 


man of the world and not like the guy | 
really was—a kid who had graduated 
from college the week before. There was 
nothing hayseed about me, even if I did 
come from Memphis. 

This, | told myself, was just the kind 
of life for me. Little did I know that 
within a week I would be plunged into 
a kind of living far different from what 
| expected. Little did I realize, then, that 
| was headed for a nightmare of con- 
flicting passions, that my very soul would 
be torn to shreds in an emotional tug- 


of-war far different from anything | had 
ever experienced. 

As I walked along the gay, crowded 
streets there was only one thing bother- 
ing me—the memory of the talk I had 
had with Dad the night before I left 
Memphis. 

“Why do you want to go to this Salton 
town?” Dad had asked as he sat at the 
kitchen table in his overalls. “You've got 
yourself a fancy education. You could 
get a good job right here at home. Like 
that opening in the City Welfare Depart- 
ment you told (Continued on Page i) | 
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‘said. And 
d me again. It 


was a powerful point in favor of his argument. 
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TANDING IN the doorway, I watched 
Bob’s huddled, rain-coated figure 
skip over a string of water puddles and 
disappear into the darkness beyond the - 
lone corner street light. A gust of wind 
blew a bank of rain mist past the lamp 
post, and somewhere in the murky black 
Louisiana mud between the rows of shot- 
gun houses, a bullfrog croaked loud and 
persistently. A chill burst of air sent me 
back out of the doorway. 

It was a miserable night, as dreary 
and hopeless as I felt deep down inside. 
All the years I had known Bob—through 
grade school and Douglass High and af- 
ter; through dances and football rally 
bonfires and petty fights—I had never 
before sent him away mad. More than 
that, this time he was never coming back. 

I was not sure then that I had ever 
really loved Bob, although there had 
been a time in the past when I was cer- 
tain I couldn’t live without him. Puppy 
love, | suppose you would call it. The 
sort of crush a girl develops on a teacher 
or even her father, the psychologists say. 
Only when I went to school there weren’t 
any good looking male teachers, and, for 
most of my life, there had been no father. 
There had only been Bob; good old 
solid, reliable Bob. 

But as I grew older, there were doubts 
and fears about my love for him. They 
were the usual worries, | suppose. I had 
never been out of the state. In fact, I had 
seldom been away from my hometown, a 
little place of about 40,000 people. ex- 
cept when I went to the big city to nurs- 
ing school. There was so much of life I 
hadn’t seen, so much I hadn’t done. 
There must be more men to meet, more 
romances to have, more loves to conquer, 
I told myself. All I knew was Bob. How 
could I ever be sure I was in love with 
him? 

Whenever I mentioned the doubt in 
my mind, Mama would immediately tell 
me that I was beginning to act sensible. 
Now that I think of it, Mama had always 
guided me. She had always said things 
as frank and as stinging as possible, so 
that I would (Continued on Page 80) 
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As teen-age idol of the bobby-sox set, Franki« 


Lymon reflects on problems of being a young 
star. The problems: humility, education, girls. 














































YOUNG 


A baby-faced crooner sings 
knowingly of love—and the 


girls take him seriously! 


N& TIME YOU SEE the name 

“Teen-Agers” plastered outside a 
theater lobby or listed in your radio or 
television guide. you'll know that I'm 
one of the fellows who sings with the 
group. You'll know that inside the 
theater or on your TV screen we're wail- 
ing away on Why Do Fools Fall In 
Love?, | Want You To Be My Girl or / 
Promise To Remember. 

In the twelve short but exciting 
months since we broke into show busi- 
ness by way of the luckiest break since 
the New York Giants signed Willic 
Mays. we've been appearing in theaters 
and music halls and auditoriums all the 
way from Long Island to Los Angeles 
and having a ball all the way. 

But hitting the bigtime this young 
does create problems. I’ve still got to find 
time to get an education. remember. 

And then there are girls. Some of 
them hear me singing these love songs 
and are ready to start measuring me for 
a wedding tuxedo. Heck, I’m only four- 
teen! I'll have more to say about girls 
later. 

Still, | think we're lucky. Why’ 

Well. let me give it to you the way it 
happened. Only last November the fel- 
lows and | had a little amateur group at 
Stitt Junior High School in upper Man- 
hattan. We'd been hearing a lot of quar- 
tets and quintets on records and we de- 
cided to form one of our own. We were 
all school buddies and we liked to sing. 
After fooling around at my house for a 
few months, we got into a school show at 
Stitt. The teachers let us rehearse in 
empty classrooms when my mom said we 





















By Frankie Lymon 


got in the way at home. And we were 
going pretty well, so well that we walked 
off with the top prizes in Stitt’s variety 
show. 

Our big number was a piece we called 
Why Do Fools Fall In Love? \t was a 
thing I'd worked up out of a poem writ- 
ten for English class. It broke up Stitt’s 
show. At first, the lyrics were a little 
rusty and rough, but we kept working 
on the tune until it sounded pretty good. 

Well, we'd been getting a lot of atten- 
tion at school so we made up our minds 
to commercialize. Anyway, our tune 
sounded as good as a lot of the bits some 
of the professional outfits were doing— 
and making money. 

One Saturday last November we got 
sharp in our Sunday dry goods and went 
downtown to the Apollo Theater in Har- 
lem. It was a cold and drizzly day and 
we must have hung around for seventeen 
hours before anybody took time out to 
listen. Finally, Rickie Barrett of the Val- 
entines said he would hear us. It was our 
first really big break. 

Rickie thought we had promise 
enough to audition for a recording com- 
pany. He was already under contract to 
Gee Records, so he got us an appoint- 
ment with Gee’s owners, George Goldner 
and Joe Kolsky. They were busy with a 
whole flock of rock-and-roll artists, but 
they took time out to audition us. Per- 
haps the luckiest of all of the breaks 
we've had is that at Gee Mr. Goldner and 
Mr. Kolsky let us record our own tune. 
It was Fools. 

Mr. Goldner rearranged the tune, put 
the music down on paper and polished 
itup. From then on we were in business. 
Fools was recorded a couple of months 
before Gee released it. Mr. Kolsky, the 
promotional man at the company, trav- 
eled all over the country plugging the 
tune with disc jockeys and selling it to 
distributors. Well, the rest is pretty much 


FOR GIRLS 
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With Teen-Ager singing partners John Negroni (l.) and Herman Santiago, 14-year old 
Frankie Lymon chats with movie star Jane Russell before appeari.g on CBS television 
show. The youthful group’s two other singers are Jimmy Merchant and Sherman Garnes. 


history. Our first recording hit the popu- 
larity charts only a couple of weeks after 
it was out. And it’s still way up there in 
sales. 

The trade magazines, like Cash Box, 
Variety and Billboard, picked up the 
tune right away. Variety said it was “a 
best bet.” Billboard called it “the tune of 
the week,” and Cash Box labelled it “the 
disc of the week.” 

Some people in the record business 
say we're established. Maybe it’s true 
that we’re rocking, but, man, we haven't 
even started to roll. We’ve got a lot to 
learn about show business. After all, 
we've been on the scene less than a year. 
We've got to learn about picking the 
right tunes to record and how to sell 
them the best possible way. Of course, 
we get a lot of help from Mr. Goldner 
and Mr. Kolsky. We aren’t forgetting 
that most of our good luck comes from 
Gee’s experience and buildup. 

It’s not many guys who see their 


names up in lights on theater marquees. 
It’s a terrific thrill for all of us. It makes 
you think a lot about the thousands and 
thousands of talented artists who never 
get a chance to be heard. That’s why 
we're taking it easy. I'll never forget the 
first time I saw the name Teen-Agers top- 
ping the bill in a big package show. Our 
name was listed over artists who have 
been in the business more years than | 
am old. 

Well, we’re grateful for all the good 
fortune we’ve had. Nobody, yet, has ac- 
cused us of getting too big for our pants, 
and we don’t intend to give them the 
chance. We know already that the bubble 
could burst any minute if the public 
changes its mind about what it wants to 
hear. It’s a thing we're prepared for. 
That’s why we’ve got good advisers and 
that’s why we keep a sharp ear tuned for 
what fans want. 

But, like I said, hitting the bigtime 
(Continued on Page 63) 
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ynes girl, but Margaret Craig 
determined that no harm be- 
. r. After all, Margaret had 
» made a mistake herself. Her 


le life had been a mistake. 
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= WHOLE TOWN was talking 
about the Jones girl. 

In a fair-sized but intimate city like 
Passaic, N. J., you didn’t have to ac- 
complish great miracles to get yourself 
talked about. 

What the Jones girl had accomplished 
was the production of an illegitimate 
child fathered by one of the town’s most 
dashing young romantics, who had 
promptly turned tail and hied himself 
to parts unknown. 

It wasn’t bad enough, Passaic folk 
were saying. that petite. orphaned Anne 
Jones had gotten herself into trouble and 
got caught. Now she had the effrontery, 
only weeks after the birth of her child. 
to reappear in the choir loft of Geth- 
semane Church and take the place in the 
front row of the Senior Choir that she 
had occupied for three years before her 
misfortune. 

The solid Christians of Gethsemane 
had decided they would demonstrate to 
this bold sinner that the church had 
more pride than that. They weren't go- 
ing to take the situation lying down. At 
the church meeting tonight. they were 
going to let the world and Anne Jones 





. know, in no uncertain terms, that she 
“wasnt wanted. There seemed to be an 
almost unholy glee in the eyes and voices 
of the indignant sisters as they plotted 
the public condemnation of Anne Jones. 
unmarried mother. 

What the good. but misguided, Geth- 
semane folk didn’t know was that their 

_ glee would be short-lived; I had decided 
that it would be so. I had kept my 
decision to myself because I didn’t need 
any help in carrying it through. M) 
position as president ofthe Senior Choir. 
as the most influential and well-to-do 


citizen in town, as a leader in commun: 


ity and social, as well as church affairs. 
(Continued, on Page 49) 
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|, who had given away love so 
freely, learned to place a price 
tag on it... successful at 
the business of selling passion. 











GAVE UP MODELING 





As glamorous model, Vivianne 
Cervantes worked for top New . 
York agency, fashion magazines. 








» GOL 
“ 
By VIVIANNE CERVANTES 





' THIS IS A YOUNG GIRL’S STORY OF QUICK SUCCESS IN THE 
WORLD OF FASHION, WHERE FAME’S 
REWARDS ARE HIGH, AND HOW A DRAMATIC SHADOW 


CROSSED HER LIFE, CAUSING HER TO GIVE UP EVERYTHING. 


~ OMEWHERE IN THE DUSTY PAGES of Mademoiselle or Seven- 

teen magazines, or in the shuttered files of Our World, you may 
find me, wearing fashionable gowns or fragile lingerie. Or the name 
Vivianne Cervantes may still grace a faded billboard poster in Miami 
Beach, or a discarded showbill in New York. These are the momentos, 
the reminders of the glamor, the glitter and the crowd’s roar. | have 
known them all, and | have rejected them. 

The rejection meant goodbye to modeling fees that ranged from $10 
to $30 an hour, handsome sums for fashion shows, and a promising 
new career in show business. In their stead | have something that 
outshines them all—my renewed faith and closeness to religion; the 
bright promise of the Kingdom of Heaven. For | gave up modeling 
for God. 

I did not suddenly “get religion” in making my decision. Instead, | 
merely returned to the roots of my childhood, reclaimed by the great 
visions of faith. Straying from these childhood teachings should not 
have been easy in the first place, for | was reared in a religion that 
offers no compromise with the weaknesses of the flesh. Drinking and 
smoking and other abuses of the body are not tolerated. Meats pro- 








med unclean by the Bible are not to 
aten. Any environment in which sin 
be nurtured into growth is to be 
ned. But a certain amount of suc- 
in a world that admires a pleasing 
and well-turned figure came fairly 
to me. Temptation, in the guise of 
yrtunity. didn’t just knock, it fairly 
ed upon the doorbell. 

story begins several years ago as 
| of 16. Born in New Orleans, La., 


As a beauty contest winner. 


and reared by foster parents who were 
Seventh-Day Adventists, | had spent my 
life in the church, attending the Golden 
Gate Academy, a Seventh-Day Adventist 
School, in Berkeley, Calif. | planned to 
go to college and perhaps become a 
nurse. 

During my sixteenth summer, | visited 
an aunt in Pasadena, and while | had 
often been lonely at home, | found my 
aunt’s house a place of constant excite- 


fashion model and show business ingénue. 


Vivianne Cervantes had almost everything. 


But the day came when she 


was to 


give it all up and enter a re- 


ligious school with singer Joyce Bryant. 


Now attending a California 


lege. Vivianne plans to seek 


business col- 


a new career 


that does not conflict with her faith. 


ling inspirational story of famed blind author Helen Keller, 
ianne reflects new inner peace she has found since quitting the 
ld of modeling and show business to return to her religion. 


ment with her five children running 
about. I liked it there so much that | 
prevailed upon my aunt to persuade m) 
parents to let me stay with her during 
the forthcoming school year. My aunt 
was not a Seventh-Day Adventist. and 
my parents, believing that | should con- 
tinue to be reared by the strict code of 
the church, at first refused, but finall) 
relented and let me stay. 

It was while living with my aunt that 





Wearing a simple frock instead of high fashions, Vivianne 
looks, and is, a college coed, having given up life that 
brought her $30 an hour modeling fees. 
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| went to Los Angeles one weekend to 
visit friends, one of whom was affiliated 
with the Urban League. The league was 
sponsoring a bathing beauty contest, and 
to my complete surprise, | was invited to 
enter. Flattered by the opportunity and 
my eyes filled with star dust dreams 
that | did not dare speak aloud, | began 
to think how | might overcome my par- 
ents’ objections, which I knew would be 
forthcoming. 





tographer who would take pictures of 
me for composites to show how | photo- 
graphed. I thought little of the idea, but 
I did as she suggested and took the com- 


posites over to the agency and had a 
long talk with the head of the firm and 
his wife. A few days later, I learned that 
I had been accepted for the agency’s six- 
week modeling course. I stayed in the 
school two weeks—and became a model. 

Thus, | was embarked on a new and 


At Riverside, Calif., home of her foster parents, Elder and Mrs. J. E. Johnson, Vivianne goes over scrapbook (l.). Vivianne’s religious 





to sing. | had never been retiring—al- 
ways aggressive—and I always thought if 
wanted and 


there was something | 
worked hard enough and studied hard 
enough, | could get it. And it usually 
worked out. It was as simple as that. So 
| walked up to Phil Moore and said: 
“Mr. 


Vivianne Cervantes. 


Moore, excuse me, my name is 


“You don’t remember me,” | went on, 
“but I used to know you when I was a 


reformation began officially at Oakwood College where, with singer Joyce Bryant (c.), she primps before mirror before attending first 


chapel service. 


“Please write and ask my parents,” | 
begged my aunt later. “Tell them that 
you ll chaperone me and that it’s for a 
worthy cause.” 

When my father refused to give his 
permission, I entered the contest anyway 
—and won the $1,000 first prize. 

Lost now were the simple ambitions 
of a college education and a nursing ca- 
reer. I visualized bright new horizons— 
the stage, stardom. Using part of my 
prize winnings, | enrolled in a Holly- 
wood dramatics school that summer. A 
vear later, | decided to go to New York 
everyone wants to go to New York— 
and there | began studying dramatics at 
the American Academy of Dramatic 
Arts. 

Opportunity again threw itself in my 
path, for it was at the academy that one 
of the young girls who was also in my 
ballet class asked me if I had ever mod- 
eled. | told her about the bathing beauty 
contest, thinking it was inconsequential. 
Nevertheless, she suggested that I con- 
tact her agency, one of the largest in the 
country. She also recommended a pho- 








exciting life, being well-paid to see my- 
self looking sleek and fashionable out of 
a magazine. But soon the glamor be- 
gan to wear off, and I only thought of 
modeling as a means to an end. | felt I 
really wanted to be a ballet dancer and 
| wanted to act. 

Later, | was relieved of my contract 
with the agency after posing for a maga- 
zine cover without their knowledge—an 
indication of how naive I was about the 
business side of modeling. Nevertheless, 
I was able to keep busy as a free lance 
model through my contacts with photog- 
raphers and, in 1951, I obtained a job 
in Paris. 

Still, I wasn’t content. I wanted to 
make a little niche for myself in the 
theater. So after staying abroad for 
seven months, I returned to the United 
States and resumed dramatic studies 
while continuing work as a free lance 
model. 

It was on a modeling assignment at 
New York’s La Vie En Rose that a 
chance meeting with voice coach Phil 
Moore spawned a new idea: I wanted 


Vow living quietly in Riverside, Vivianne attends nearby business college, plays piano (r.) at home for relaxation. 


little girl. Vd like to make an appoint- 
ment to come and see you. | want to 
sing.” 

He asked if I had any training, and | 
told him only a bit, explaining that I was 
actually a model and had just returned 
from Europe. 

“All right, Miss Cervantes,” he said 
finally, “Pll be glad to talk to you and 
see what can be done.” 

A few days later, | was auditioning as 
a singer before Phil Moore. At the end, 
he told me I had promise and agreed 
to work with me. He was producing a 
show in the fall, he said, and he would 
like to have me in it. 

It sounded too good to be true, and 
it almost was, because | did not have 
the cost of his training services. I re- 
jected a percentage agreement, feeling 
that | would get so far indebted to Phil 
that, should I ever be any good, | would 
never make any real money for myself. 
But I had never been afraid of work, 
so I asked Mr. Moore to recommend 
someone whose services | might be able 
to afford with (Continued on Page 78) 
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i CALLED TO ASK if Ellie could bor- 

row your overnight bag, Marie,” | 
heard my mother say into the telephone. 
stood at the far end of the hallway 
watching her as she chatted with my 


unt. Mom’s voice was full of pride as 
he went on, “Oh, ves! Ellie’s a grown- 
up young lady now, going away on week- 
ends and everything. What? Well. the 
Stuarts have a place up in the country 
ind she’s spending a few days there 
with some friends.” 

There was a pause and then Mom 
poke up indignantly: “How can you 
even think such a thing, Marie?” she 
demanded. “Why, every one of those 
rirls come from a good family. They're 
nice girls. 1 wouldn’t let Ellie go if I 
werent positive everything is going to 








+ 


be all right.” she declared. 

I turned and went back into the kitch- 
en. | was finishing up the dinner dishes 
when Mom came in a few minutes 
later. “What did Aunt Marie say?” I 
asked. seeing the worried frown on her 
face. 

“She said she’d be glad to let you 
have the bag. Her hat box, too, if you 
think you'll need it.” 

I stared down at the sudsy water. “I 
mean—that made you so mad.” 

“Not mad. honey, just put out.” she 
said, snatching a dish towel off the rack. 
“She asked me if I weren’t afraid you 
girls would find some boys up there 
and run wild. She even hinted around 
that—well, if she weren’t my sister | 


would have told her off good!” 


MHY WAIT FOR 
\V| ARRIAGE? 


This is a young girl’s story 


of how she faced one of the 


most difficult problems of 


modern-day youth—and 


how she found help. 


She reached out and gently smoothed 
back my hair. “I’m not saying my daugh- 
ter is a saint. but | know I can trust her.” 
She gave my hair a final loving pat 
and said. “Now you run up and get 
your things laid out. Marie promised 
to bring the bag by in half an hour.” 

| went to my room and closed the 
door. The things Mom had ironed were 
neatly piled on my dresser and my new 
swimming suit was still in the box it 
came in. I picked up the suit and held 
it up against me. It was made to expose 
as much of the wearer as possible and 
[ knew that Phil would flip when he 
saw me in it. Then I caught a glimpse 
of my face in the mirror and I tossed 
aside the suit and sat down on the bed. 

“I know I can trust her,” Mom had 
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said in that voice that just dared any- 
body to deny it. She had jumped on 
Aunt Marie with both feet for even sug- 
gesting that Celia Stuart’s house party 
would be anything more than a week- 
end of innocent fun. What would Mom 
say if she knew the truth? 

What would she say if she knew that 
the daughter of the bigshot Stuart fam- 
ily made a habit of staging unchaper- 
oned parties that were wilder than even 
Aunt Marie could imagine? How would 
Mom feel if she knew that I was about 
to betray her trust by breaking every 
rule she ever taught me? 

My own feelings about everything 
were in a crazy jumble. I was all mixed 
up. For almost a week. ever since Ce- 
lia’s invitation. I hadn’t been able to 
sleep well. Part of me wanted to go. 
and part of me didn’t. Yet. it was im- 
possible for me to decide what to do 
because I could find half a dozen ex- 
cuses why I should go and just as many 
reasons why I should stay home. 

The funny part of it all was that we 
moved out to Ferndale to get away from 
the very thing that had me so confused 
now. We had lived in the city in a 
neighborhood that was neither well-to- 
do nor poor. Most of the families on 
the block were struggling to buy their 
homes and send their kids through 
school. Of course, not everybody in the 
neighborhood was ambitious and hard- 
working. and there were some kids who 
did nothing but get into one scrape after 


another. 
These were the “bad influences”’ that 
Mom constantly fussed about. Dad 


agreed with her but there was nothing 
much he could do about it. He had put 
a lot of work and hard earned money 
into our house and even though it was 





a little shabby it was still home. 

I didn’t want to move away. | couldn’t 
I liked 
the kids I had grown up with and there 


see what all the fuss was about. 


was nothing so terribly wrong with the 
neighborhood as far as I was concerned. 
The real reason I wanted things to stay 
as they were was Jimmy. The Smiths 
lived two doors away from us and I’d 
been “in love” with Jimmy almost since 
kindergarten days. 

We played baseball and tennis to- 
gether, went swimming together and 
learned to ignore the teasing of our 
friends that “Jimmy Smith loves Ellen 
Boyd.” We knew it and we didn’t care 
if the whole world knew it, too. As we 
grew older, our puppy love grew into 
something deeper and finer. Jimmy was 
a tall, slim, serious-minded boy. He got 
an after-school job when we entered high 
school, so we couldn’t see each other as 
often as we used to. 

But in the evenings Jimmy would 
come over and sit on our porch until 
it was time for me to go in, or we’d “go 
for a ride” in the old jalopy that stood 
in the vacant lot down the street. The 
old piece of car had been there for years. 
The motor and the wheels were gone, but 
the worn leather cushions were still in 
place. Jimmy and I used to sit in the 
back seat. holding hands, and pretend 
we were speeding along the highway or 
cruising through the park. That beat- 
up car was the favorite necking spot 
of the older kids on the block. 

I heard stories that some kids did 
more than just hold hands late at night 
when nobody was around, but | thought 
it was just talk until one night just be- 
fore Jimmy went into the army. I was 
17 then and very much aware of the 
maturing emotions that flooded through 













me every time Jimmy was close to me. 
I longed for the day when we'd get 
married, just as we dreamed for so long. 
We sat on the porch that night. feeling 





miserable and not talking much. Trying 
to imagine what it would be like not to 





see Jimmy every day was like trying to 












































The problem: How to cope with young 
emotions ? 

imagine what it would be like if the sun 

didn’t come up in the morning. 
“One thing, the sooner | go the sooner 

Pll get back,” Jimmy said at last. 
“Yes. but all those months you'll be 

gone!” I wailed. “Oh, Jimmy. I feel just 

awful.” 





He slipped his arm around my waist. 
“Let's go for a ride. huh? Maybe you'll 
feel better.” he said. 

We walked to the vacant lot and 
climbed into the old wrecked car. It 
was late sum- (Continued on Page 75) 
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NT HIDE 


WONDER if I were ever young? It 

seemed that I was always years ahead 
of others my age, quiet, withdrawn and 
frightened most of the time, but above 
all, lonely. Eighteen didn’t mean parties 
and picnics or dates; seven didn’t mean 
hopscotch or school chums. Other girls 
had those things, but for me it was al- 
ways mother’s voice calling: “Lila, don’t 
stand on the porch!” or “There’s chores 
























to be done!” 

| had five sisters. There was Dory, 
small, slender and quiet, Kate, rosy 
cheeked and quiet. Well, I guess we were 
all pretty quiet, Mildred, Ann and Char- 
ity, yes, all of us. Papa thought it was a 
curse having all girls. | never heard him 
actually say that but that’s the way he 
behaved. When I was a tiny thing I re- 
membered hearing him scold Charity, 






my oldest sister. 
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“You'd better not bring us any trou- 
ble! I want to keep holding my head up 
in this town, and I’m not going to have 
you running wild. Oh, it’s a trial to 
rear a house full of girls, a trial the 
Lord has put upon me.” 

Later, I found out that what Papa 
called “running wild” was going to a 
movie on a Saturday at twelve o’clock 
noon, or visiting a girl friend, or danc- 
ing, or laughing too much, or anything 
that was a pleasure to other youngsters. 

Many girls in our small, southern 
town spoke of going away to the city 
where they could have some fun and 
really enjoy life. In our house we lived 
and waited for the day that we would be 
free to see the little town in which we 
lived. I don’t guess Papa meant to be 
mean but when Theresa dropped out of 
school because (Continued on Page 64) 
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AVE you ever stopped and said to 
yourself: How could I ever have 
l such a fool? 
ir: If | could only live over that part 
ny life again? 
Or: | should have known better? 
because I know what it is to 
I know 


have 
ke a serious mistake in life. 
it is to get the wrong values, to 
ieve the wrong things, to want the 

ong things. 
‘hey say that crime doesn’t pay. Well, 
ommitted a serious crime, and that 
e cost me the life of one of my four 


x \ . 
babies—the four babies | all but hated 
just a year ago. 


A year ago, | was sick and tired of 
having babies. 

I’d been married to John Williams for 
four years, and we'd had a baby every 
year. 

Talk about the pleasant pitter-patter of 
little feet—sometimes | thought I’d go 
crazy trying to keep up with four kids 
whose ages ranged from three years to 
three months. 

John and I just couldn’t seem to get 


and Marrj 


ave 
AL. 


out of a rut. We couldn’t get a decent 
apartment in which to live, few pretty 
clothes to wear, no new car to drive. But 
we sure could have babies. 

Well, we still aren’t doing too well 
economically. But my attitude has 
changed. My whole work now centers 
around my children. I hope that in tell- 
ing this story—of how I committed the 
terrible crime against my family, of how 
| came to change my mind about things 
—Ill help some young mother like me 
who thinks that pleasurable things are 
more important (Continued on Page 56) 











After the third ( hild came, | asked John: “Hou aa 
many children do you think we ought to have>~ rn ene 
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I faced the sneering group. “It’s plain Rick pre- 
fers my company to yours,” I taunted Jean. 


Angela rebelled against a society that 
said men could do things that women 
couldn’t. But rebellion meant trouble. 
And in the end, it was Angela who paid. 


LL MY LIFE I’ve resented the restrictions that 
this male-dominated society has placed on fe- 
males. My great mistake was not that | rebelled 
against them, but the way I went about it. | 
struck back thoughtlessly and recklessly at all 
the “don’ts” imposed on women, only to find 
that in the end I was hurting myself. Worse 
than that. | discovered that I was driving 
away the very thing | was so desperately 
fighting for—the freedom to seek love and 
happiness in my own way. 
When I was a child it was always, “Little 
girls don’t do those things!” ; later, it was, 
“Young ladies don’t do those things!” 
And at every stage of my life it seems I 
was repeatedly warned. “Nice girls don’t 
do those things!” My trouble started 
when I boldly asked, “Why not?” 
1 still recall the look of horror on 
my mother’s face the time she caught 
me kissing a boy at my tenth birth- 
day party. 
“Angela!” she gasped. “Don’t ever 
let me catch you doing a thing like that 
again!” 
“But. Mother . . . it was only a 
game.” I told her. “Besides, I like 
Tommy.” 
“You don’t know what you’re talking 
about!” she snapped. 
I blinked hard to keep back the tears. 
“But I was only having fun,” | wailed. 
My mother’s face softened and she knelt 
down and put her arms around me. “I’m 
sorry if I shouted at you, darling,” she said. 
“Mother just wants you to grow up into a real 
lady. and there are some things that nice girls 
just don’t do.” 
Of course, my parents watched over the con- 
duct of my younger brother, Henry, too. But 
I noticed as we grew older they let Henry get 
away with things that I dared not try. Henry was 
two years younger than I, yet he could stay out 
late evenings, playing with his friends, while I had 
to be in the house before dark. When I was 16 and 
just starting to high school, the difference in the way 
we were treated was even more unfair. Henry could 
run the streets until all hours but if | was even a few 
minutes late getting in from school there was a big 
fuss. 
| couldn’t understand it, and | told my mother so. 
The only explanation I got was the same old story that 
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vined that | get a good education and 


vas a girl and therefore had to be 
pervised more closely than a boy. 
unwhile, all my girl friends were 
rinning to use makeup, wear high 
els and enjoy the company of boys 
took them to dances and to the 
ovies. The only time I could go to 
ich places was when my brother ac- 
panied me. That was no fun, so 
nally | gave up going out altogether. 
he only thing left for me was my 
hool work, and | devoted all my time 
my studies. By the time I was gradu- 
ted | had a reputation for being a schol- 
Vy classmates laughed at me and 
lled me a bookworm, but my _ parents 
very proud. They were deter- 


It took an act of daring for 
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iso find a suitable husband, so they sent 


e away to college to find both. 
You're sure to find a nice young 
in there,” my mother said hopefully 
e day | left for school. “I understand 


hat the college is full of smart boys.” 


Please, mother!” I said. “You sound 
if the college were a matrimonial 





eau. I’m going there to get an edu- 
yn, not a husband.” 
Vly father eyed me sternly. “Young 
it’s about time you were thinking 
yut a husband! Why do you think 
mother and I| took such great pains 
bring you up right?” 
Why?” I asked. 
Jad blustered a moment, peering at 


e closely to see if | was making fun of 


But | really wanted to know. “An- 


ela,” he said pompously, “there are two 











kinds of girls in this world . . . the 
kind fellows play around with, and the 
kind they marry. Nobody can say that 
your mother and | shirked our duty as 
parents. Our daughter is a good girl— 
we saw to that—and any decent man 
would be proud to have a wife like you.” 

“But what about me?” | demanded. 
“Doesn’t what / want count for any- 
thing?” 

“And just what do you want?” Dad 
asked. 

| thought for a moment. “I—I don’t 
know,” I finally admitted. “At least, it’s 
nothing | can put into words.” 

“That’s enough of this foolishness! 
Mom put in. “Come on, Angela. It’s al- 
most train time and you haven’t finished 


” 


Angela to back up a wild boast. 







packing. And don’t you worry, Alfred,” 
she added, turning to Dad. “Once she 
gets to that college, Angela will have her 
pick of the best young men in the state.” 


M* MOTHER never knew how wrong 

she was about that. College for 
me turned out to be one big disappoint- 
ment. Oh, I was still excellent in my 
studies, so much so that my classmates 
labeled me a “grind.” But | found that 
campus society was a closed corporation. 
If you didn’t belong to a sorority or 
fraternity, you were nothing. And join- 
ing a sorority was a lot more compli- 
cated than just being asked. The only 
girls who were pledged, | found, were 
those who had the clothes and the money 
to fit in with the social life on campus. 
Also, a girl had to be popular. 

I lacked all the essentials—money, 
clothes and popularity. Sending me to 
college was a strain on my parents, and 
all my life I had been so repressed by 
their strict discipline that even in the 
comparatively free atmosphere of col- 
lege I was still shy and retiring. My one 
friend turned out to be Russell Bell, a 
divinity student. He was in my English 
class and we seemed to automatically 
turn to each other for companionship. 

Since he was studying for the minis- 
try, nobody expected Russell to join in 
the gay parties and dances on campus, 
and | had earned the reputation of being 
a wet blanket at any party or social 
affair. Actually, I didn’t mind being 


paired off with Russell. He had a nice 
face and was built like a football player. 
He was very serious about being a iminis- 
ter and was all set to become assistant 
pastor of a church right after gradua- 
tion. We never talked directly about it. 
but after a while I knew he planned to 
take me to his’ parish as his bride. 
Mother, of course, was elated when 
she learned about Russell. He was ex- 
actly the type of man she had dreamed 
of as a fitting husband for the daughter 

































she had watched over so closely all those 
years. My parents met Russell when 
they came to visit me at school during 
spring vacation. 

“It was worth it!” Mother sighed hap- 
pily as [ rode to the station with them at 
the end of their stay. “Russell is such 
a gentleman. Do you see now, Angela, 
why I was perhaps a little strict with 
you? I wanted my little girl to be worthy 
of a fine man like Russell.” 

Not a word of whether Russell was 
worthy of me, but I only smiled in agree- 
ment. The prospect of being the wife of 
a young preacher who had a brilliant 
future ahead of him was not exciting, 
but it was certainly one not to be taken 
lightly. And yet, that is exactly what | 
did. As the result of a silly boast, I 
gambled away my whole future happi- 
ness. 

The Big Man On Campus at the school 
[ attended was Rick Johnson, who was 
the most popular student among both the 
fellows and girls. Rick was one of those 
extraordinary persons who seem to be 
able to do everything superbly. On top of 
that, he was good-looking as a movie 
star and because of his exploits on the 
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football field was a big hero. He had 
practically every girl at school ready to 
swoon at his feet. 1 was no exception. 
Only in my case, | was so sure that | 
didn’t stand a chance with such a glam- 
our boy that | could afford to stand back 
and look with amused tolerance at the 
way all the other girls schemed and 
dreamed of getting a smile from Rick. 

Imagine my astonishment one morn- 
ing when Rick called to me as | was 
crossing the campus. I even glanced 
around to see if maybe he wasn’t hailing 
one of the popular sorority girls. “Wait 
up a minute, Angela,” he called. 

He even knew my name! He fell into 
step beside me. 

“You're always in a hurry to get to 
class,” he said with a friendly grin. “I 
yelled to you yesterday, but | guess you 
didn’t hear me.” 

“I certainly didn’t,” | said, “or if | 
did, I couldn’t imagine what you wanted 
with me.” 

“Is there anything wrong in wanting 
to know your classmates?” Rick asked. 
“I never see you at any of the school 
affairs, so I decided that I’d have to meet 
you this way.” 

I eyed him skeptically. “I’m not the 
glamour girl type. You won’t find me 
very good company.” | warned. 

“Don’t go running yourself down,” he 
said. “The so-called glamour girl type 
isn’t all she’s cracked up to be.” We 
walked along silently for a while, attract- 
ing wide-eyed stares from the kids on 
campus. I must admit it made me feel 
good. It turned out that although Rick 
had dozens of friends, he was actually 
very lonely. He had specifically sought 
me out to go over some math problems. 
but more than that, he wanted someone 
he could talk seriously to. It turned out 
to be sort of a miracle—the most popu- 
lar boy on campus spending his time 
with the least glamorous girl at school. 

I soon began to use cosmetics and take 
more pains with my dress. | had no time 
for Russell any more, preferring to keep 
my time open in case Rick wanted to talk, 
or go for a walk in the evening. | never 
dreamed that he considered me more 
than someone to chat with until the night 
our strolling took us down near a section 
of the campus that was reserved for 
couples. I had never been there before- 
for obvious reasons. 

“Gosh. look where we are.” Rick said. 
looking around. 





“Yes ... Ive never been here be- 
fore,” I admitted apologetically. “1 sup- 
pose we’d better turn back.” 

“Why should we?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. | didn’t dare 
speak because my heart was racing 
wildly and all sorts of ideas were flash- 
ing through my brain. Rick took my 
arm and led me to one of the benches. 
It was almost summer, and a big bright 
moon hung low in the sky. The leafy 
elms cast deep shadows, giving each 
bench a privacy that the kids took ad- 
vantage of. | sat down next to Rick and 
we talked for a while. Finally, his arm 
moved up around my shoulders and | 
caught my breath. It suddenly occurred 
to me that I wouldn’t know what to do 
if he kissed me. My mother had shielded 
me so carefully that I was at a total loss 
in the situation. 


As it happened, all my fears were 


groundless. Rick knew exactly what to 
do. Gently, he turned my head and 
placed a kiss on my trembling lips. Noth- 
ing like that had ever happened to me 
before. | saw fireworks, heard trumpets 
blowing. | guess Rick had never been 
kissed that way before, and he finall, 
drew hack with a gasp. “Where have you 
been all my life?” he asked breathiessly. 

From then on, | forgot all about Rus- 
sell, and Rick and | spent as much time 
together as we could. Things would have 
gone along wonderfully except for the 
catty remark of Jean, a girl in my Eng- 
lish class whom I disliked intensely. | 
walked in on Jean and several other girls 
in the dorm lounge one evening. 


I heard 


“. . She’s got a nerve!” 


Jean say indignantly. “Taking up all of 
Rick’s time talking about books and 
plays and stuff like that. Why, she must 
think he likes her!” 

I walked up to the group. “It’s plain 
he prefers my company to yours.” | told 
Jean triumphantly . 

“That’s what | can’t understand!” she 
snapped. “Why you don’t even belong to 
a sorority.” 

“Pll bet she hasn’t even got a formal 
gown,” another girl chimed in. “That's 
why she pretends to be such a book- 
worm.” 

“I’ve got just as much money and 
clothes as you!” I retorted, trying to 
hold back the tears. “Why—why, my 
mother and father are even getting me a 
car this fall!” 

“That'll be the day!” snorted Jean 
skeptically. 

But | insisted that what I had said was 
true and stomped out with my head in 
the air. My fantastic boast might have 
been forgotten if Jean hadn’t blown the 
whole incident up into a big deal. It 
seemed that she was determined to show 
me up as a four-flusher and kept taunt- 
ing me about the car | was supposed to 
get. | was in a fix—either I had to 
prove her wrong, or publicly admit that 
i had just been lying. 


O WHEN summer vacation came, | 

hurried home and found myself a 
job. It was hard working during the 
heat of the summer, slaving away in the 
canning company, but | kept thinking 
about how I’d make Jean eat her words. 
That was the only thing that kept me 
going. At the end of the summer, | had 
enough to pay for a second-hand con- 
vertible Ford that | had my eye on and 
enough left over to pay a part of my 
tuition. 

| created a real sensation when | 
pulled up in front of the dormitory in 
my proud possession. Jean turned green 
with envy and immediately | was the 
center of attraction. 

Rick and | picked up our campus ro- 
mance where we left off and everything 
was just fine. One day, | got a message 
from the dean. When I went in to see 
her. there was a worried frown on her 
face. 

“Angela.” she said soberly. 
afraid | must talk to you about your 
tuition. You've paid part of it, but the 
business office insists on the remainder.” 

(Continued on Page 60) 
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have helped thousands of men and women 
who have not had college training in 
to become effective speakers, writers, and conver- 
sationalists. With my new C.1. METHOD you can 
stop making mistakes, build up your vocab 
speed up your reading, develop writing skill, learn 
the “secrets” of conversation. Takes only 15 minutes 
day at home. Costa little. ye ae booklet mailed FREE. 
wv rite TODAY! Career institute, 
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SPECIAL DICE GUARANTEED QUALITY 
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Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 
P.0. BOX 354 + NEWPORT BEACH, CALIFORNIA 










f 





DEARLY 


BE 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I have been corresponding with a 
boy who is in the Army, and now | think 
I am falling in love with him through his 
letters. | don’t want to teil him so be- 
cause | think it would be better for him 
to admit his love to me first. Do you 
think he loves me and is too reserved to 
admit it? His letters fascinate me and 
when he doesn’t write | become very 
irritated and declare I'll never write 
again. But when his letter does arrive, 
| am beside myself with joy and rush off 
to answer it immediately. What would 
you do? 


Janie 


Dear Janie: 

This boy must be a Paper- 
mate version of Cyrano de 
Bergerac! But no matter how 
flowery his love letters are it 
would be best to wait until he 
makes a serious move. And if 
he prefers to keep his fancy 
relationship on paper, then 
you'll have no cause for em- 
barrassment later on. Hint 
gently about a  “person-to- 
person” meeting and see how 
he takes to the idea. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a young man of 25, living in 
Maracaibo, Venezuela, and [ can’t find 
love. That is, [ can’t find a girl who 
I have had many girl friends 
but our love soon grows cold. I tried 
many times to steal another man’s girl 
but always failed. They didn’t dislike 
me, but they loved their boy friends 


loves me. 





more. Can you tell me why I can’t find 
true love. | am not handsome but people 
like me although they say | think very 
well and talk too little. If so many peo- 
ple like me. why won't a nice girl love 
me? Thank you. 


L. T. Ricon 


Dear Mr. Ricon: 

There is an old expression, 
“Always a _ bridesmaid but 
never a_ bride.” With a 
change of gender, this could 
almost apply to you, since you 
say so many girls like you but 
none love you. Trying to steal 
another man’s girl isn’t the 
way out of your dilemma, since 
this means bucking entrenched 
competition. Why not do it 
the easy way by reducing the 
odds? Court the girls who are 
looking for fellers. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| am engaged to a young man and the 
wedding date is set for the near future. 
However. lately whenever we are to- 
gether we argue and quarrel for hours 
at a time. When he leaves, | am sorry 
but we do the same thing everytime we 
have a date. | am 18 and he is 21 years 
old. Recently he has said many un- 
pleasant things in my presence, and al- 
though he hastens to apologize. the fact 
remains that he has said them. I want 
to know before we are married whether 
we will get along or not. | am worried 
about this constant bickering and would 
like to put an end to it immediately. 
Please answer. 


M. Nealy 


Dear Miss Nealy: 

You might be experiencing 
a simple case of “engagement 
jitters” which is what most 
young couples go through be- 
fore getting married. If this is 
so, then marriage and a pleas- 
ant honeymoon will clear the 
air. However, if things are 
more serious (especially when 
you can’t find a real reason 
for quarreling and fuss just 
for fussing’s sake), it would 
he advisable for you to post- 
pone your wedding date until 
you understand each other bet- 
ter. Try to clear up these petty 
disagreements and find the 
reason for them. Be frank 
with each other, and if neces- 
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sary seek the aid of a marriage 
counselor or your minister. 
Selve your problems before 
marriage, because afterwards 
it’s too late. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I have been going with a boy steady 


for four months although we have been | 


dating for eleven months. We have been 
breaking up all the time, but he always 
keeps coming back. I don’t love him but 
he comes more often than other boys 
and that is the reason | take him back. 
He is very jealous of me and never wants 
to take me places. I am tired of him and 
want to tell him off because I want to 
have fun dating other fellows. Please tell 
me how to do it. 


Lonely Mary 


Dear Lonely Mary: 

With your dilly-dallying you 
are wasting the boy’s time as 
well as yours. Make a final 
clean break. You can break off 
the relationship without a lot 
of fuss and bother and still re- 
tain his friendship. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

About three years ago | was in love 
with a soldier and we exchanged letters 
for two years before we saw each other. 
He would write two or three times a 








week, and finally in one letter he pro- | 


posed. I didn’t give him an answer until 
I met him in person. When he came to 
see me we dated for two weeks. Then 
he went back West to live and asked me 
to go with him, even writing letters after 
he had gone. I wouldn’t go because he 
was staying with the same people I had 
lived with before moving, although | 
didn’t tell him. Now I haven’t heard 
from him in 18 months. I have his 
address but I don’t want to write first 
although I do love him and always will. 


Please tell me what to do. Yours truly. | 





Miss M.R. | 


Dear Miss M.R.: 

If the fellow offered you 
marriage you should have 
given him valid reasons why 
you rejected his proposal. 
Otherwise, how would he know 
what the trouble was? Now 
that you’ve learned your les- 
son, and if by chance he is still 
single, you’d best write him a 
quick letter explaining your 
lapse of reasoning. 





NEW HAIR 
SCALP IS 


GLORY AS 
IMPROVED 


New Medicated Formula of Advanced 
Sulfur-8 Works “Miracles” Both Ways 





A Magnificent Head of Hair. Sulfur-8 actually brings out soft new hair 
beauty with deep lustre and longer, healthier, richer appearance. Important 
experts know why the new, enhanced Sulfur-8 can do so much to build up the 
glory of even the most measly parched hair, so that it soon begins to reveal 
its true, full natural length . . . so silky-smooth and radiantly lovely. 





SCALP AWAKENED by new vitalizing 
stimulation of Sulfur-8, is invigorated to 
feel more alive and healthy. Works won- 
ders on scalp trouble itching. See how 
your scalp thrives on Sulfur-8! 


HAIR TOO SHORT? 
When brittle-dry strands 
keep cracking off, and 
frizzy split ends make it 
look even shorter, that 
» new, penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help 
you redeem the glory of 
your perfect hair. 


A MARVELOUS 
DIFFERENCE? 
Her hair now glows with é ) 
inviting new charm and 4 
looks much richer, silkier and longer, thanks to the new 
light-softness Sulfur-8 with that new luxury fragrance. 


le 





NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, now in 
Sulfur-8, combats surface germs that 
often aggravate scalp problems. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that great secret formula, 
powered with special scientific sulfur. 
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TO THE WRITER 
OF BEST SONG 
SELECTED 
EACH MONTH 


0° © Send your songs or poems today. 
¥i Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
te help you be o success in this field. 
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Was CLEOPATRA Right? 


Cleopatra and other 
great women are often 
described as ‘‘smelling 
Sas sweet as the flowers 
that bloomed along the 
Nile." Men felt drawn 
and attracted to her, for 


















e to capture the hearts of men. YOU TOO can 
ife if you are loved. Give yourself ail bo help 
need by using the RIGHT kind of perfu 
SIRE, the perfume with the BREATH of tne CAST. 
asts and lasts. YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY. 
nust be fully delighted with DESIRE or we will 
EVERY PENNY TO YOU. DESIRE costs only 
ow rder ($2.50 C OD). Pull Directions. 
; ROMANY PERFUME 
DEPT.412-A, BOX 388, FARMINGDALE, N. Y. 















By Jane Walters 


AD, MAY I HAVE the car to- 
night?” 

If you're real lucky, Dad may answer 
cheerfully, “Sure kid, check the keys on 
the table. It’s ready to roll with a full 
tank!” This is the answer you'll get if 
your luck of good 
sense, an excellent driving record and 
understanding parents. On the other 
hand, if dad answers “No!” you'll find 
yourself hopping a bus or hoofing it. 

With school in full swing and special 
week end dates sandwiched in between 


committee meetings and football games, 


is a combination 


most teen-agers who can drive will be 
badgering parents for the family auto. 
And parents will be faced with the prob- 
lem of giving in or compromising this 
important issue. It’s an age old battle. 

Dad may think you’re a careless driv- 
er; Mom adds her two cents worth and 
complains that driving is too dangerous 
for young people. Finally, in despera- 
tion, you defiantly shout that you are 
not a baby, that driving is not danger- 
ous for a person who knows how to 
handle a car, and last of all that you 
are a good driver and have an excellent 
safety record to prove it! With such a 
glowing argument you should win the 
battle. Unfortunately, at times parents 
can be provokingly skeptical. and you're 
still car-less for the night. 

Acquiring use of the family car is a 
year-round tug of war, but the game 
becomes decidedly tougher and the an- 
swer more important when the Pigskin 
Prom looms ahead. Of all nights, no- 
body would be caught dead hopping a 
bus. Frantically you explain to the folk 
how your popularity would suffer if 
you didn’t have the car. But no matter 
what you say, Dad likes to remind you 
of the times he hitch-hiked to parties. 
and Mom spins a humorous tale about 


the fickle personality of her favorite 


horse when he refused to pull the buggy 
it all adds up to one fact, you're still 


walking. 

Generally. most parents are reason- 
able about letting their youngsters 
share the family car. Drivers’ permits 


are issued at a certain age which allow 


many drive without a 


teen-agers to 
This of course, depends upon 


It would be 


license. 
your city and state laws. 
wise for you to be familiar with them 
as it might help in your getting the 
car sooner. 

Parents set up rules they expect you 

follow when taking over the family 
car, so be prepared to follow these reg- 
ulations. Another important note: prove 
to them that you are a safe driver. 

Safe drivers are made, not born. 
That’s the truth as traffic and 
So it’s no wonder that 


safety 
experts know it. 
in states where driver-training courses 
are available in high schools the safety 
record of young drivers has improved 
by leaps and bounds. If your school 
offers this course, by all means take it 
even if you're convinced you can al- 
ready drive. You'll be amazed at the 
many points you'll learn when properly 
trained about the mechanics of cars. 
trafie signals and good driving tech- 
nique. 

Remember, too, that others in the 
family dislike being without the auto 
as much as you do. A fair compromise 
for the good teen-age motorist is to be 
given the car four nights monthly— 
two week end outings and two week 
nights. If he offers his services as family 
chauffeur, he can earn extra car privil- 
eges for special occasions. He is also 
expected to buy his own gas and oil and 
return the car at the specified time. 
Parents who set up such rules are teach- 
ing their teen-agers a very valuable sense 


of responsibility. 
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CAN YOUR CHILD 
PLAY ALONE? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


eevee PEGGY T.. age 8, left her 
paper the 
kitchen where her mother was hurriedly 
preparing dinner. Her chubbily appeal- 
ing face was set in a thunder cloud 
frown and her cheeks were stained with 
tears. Was she in pain, hungry, or simply 
sleepy? None of these. Instead, faced 
with a boring television program and no 
playmates, Peggy was suffering because 
she had never learned to play alone. 

If baby brother had not spattered his 
dinner all over the kitchen floor, perhaps 
Peggy's mother might have been more 
sympathetic. Unfortunately, by the time 
Daddy arrived home from work, mother- 


dolls and walked into 


daughter relations had reached the 
breaking point and Peggy. feeling very 
much unloved. was sent to bed without 
her supper. 

Mothers with large or small families 
are often faced with the problem of cop- 
ing with children who can not play by 
themselves. Noted child psychiatrists 
point out that the easiest way to help 
your child (and yourself) is to teach 
him to play alone. With the proper home 
training. a child can be taught to enjoy 
forms of recreation which require him 
to use his own resqurces. 

Mrs. T. discovered that Peggy was a 
slow reader. partly because she refused 
to find a quiet spot inside the house 
where she could read alone. She found it 
easier to turn on the TV set or to follow 
her mother around. 

Peggy's individual class work was 
average but her teachers reported that 
she seemed to lack initiative. Happiest 
doing projects which involved the entire 
class, Peggy was often timid and hesitant 
during individual recitation periods. 
(nd because Peggy found group activi- 
ties a pleasant experience, she tried to 
repeat it in her home life. If her mother 
was too busy to talk or if baby brother 
had fallen asleep, Peggy felt lonely. 

Wisely. Mrs. T. decided that Peggy 
needed more encouragement at home. She 
accompanied Peggy to the library and 


together they (Continued on Page 74 | 
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: Funny how most parents 
feel a thrill of pride when baby pulls 
himself to his feet for the first time. 
However, while Junior quickly dis- 
covers the art of getting himself up, 
it’s a bit harder to learn the knack ol 
sitting down. If suddenly find 
vour pride and joy hanging on to play 
pen or furniture edges for dear life, 
that’s the time to show him how to let 
himself down easily. After you've 
helped him several times, one day he'll 
let go and plop down alone. When 
baby finds it doesn’t hurt especially, 
he'll try all kinds of new experiments 
in moving about. 


vou 


Moving about, be it walking or creep- 
ing, means baby will use more muscles; 
his increased activity will require more 
strength. That's why he needs plenty 
of proteins—so vital to muscle devel- 
opment, strength and growth. Gerber 
Junior Meats fill the “body-building” 
bill beautifully. Made from succulent, 
selected Armour cuts, they're caretully 
processed to remove most of the fat 
and coarse tissue. The texture is evenly 
minced so tots with teeth can chew 
them easily. 5 pure-meat varieties. 





Taking that toddler to 
market with vour Remember to open 


“Shop”’ talk. 


up or un-zip that snow suit while 
baby’s in the store. Overheating leads 
to chilling when baby gets back to the 
big outdoors. 


Doorway to safety. This from a fore- 
sighted mother: “Two pieces of ad- 
hesive tape, cross-slashed over the bolt 
of the bathroom door, will prevent 
that try-anything toddler from locking 
himself in.” 


HINTS COLLECTED BY MRS. DAN GERBER, MOTHER OF 5 


feature of the month 
New Gerber Junior Split Peas with 
Ham. Wonderful winter eating in this 
hearty, wholesome new Gerber com- 
bination for toddlers. Gerber Junior 
Split Peas with Ham is a subtle and 
nourishing blend of these popular and 
flavorful foods. Peas and ham provide 
a good source of vegetable and meat 
proteins — carrots and potatoes add 
further flavor interest. Tender, evenly 
minced bits make the texture just 
right for tots with teeth. 





Christmas cue for you know who! The 
present perfect for any tot—an ador- 
able, huggable Gerber Baby Doll. All 
the charm of the famous Gerber Baby 
is caught in this life-like replica of 
\merica’s best known baby. It drinks, 
wets, cries, sits up; has movable arms 
and legs. Soft and cuddly to the touch, 
it has a smooth, vinyl head and rubber 
body. Completely washable, safe for 
toddlers’ bathing-time pleasure. Comes 
in two sizes, with various play acces- 
sories—and can be found in leading 
department stores and toy shops 
throughout the country. 


: BABIES ARE OUR BUSINESS 
: .. OUR ONLY BUSINESS! 


.FREVONT. micnigay . . + * 


OVER 70 STRAINED & 
INCLUDING MEATS 


4 CEREALS 


JUNIOR FOOOS 








> 
( 








Style No. 652 


\ 202-2842 7-17 98 
\\4048 8-20 
a 





Stvie No. 655—BUTTONS ON 
PARADE ... are just one strik 
ing feature of this bouffant 
beauty. So flattering from the 
boat neckline to the nip-and 
tuck waist. In rich rayon faille 
Black, Navy, Red. Slate Blue 


Stvte No. 662 SHAPE 
MAKER. One long line of un 
broken jacquard that molds and 
clings. Flashing gold braid high 
lights mandarin neck . . . deep 
slashing side slits. In Cham 
pagne, Mauve Pink, Powder 
Blue. 


Styvte No. 617—BACK FLIP. 
Slim-shaped rayon taffeta dips to 
a low exclamation point in back 
punctuated by a dramatic free 
floating panel and glittering 
rhinestone pins. Slack, Navy, 
Peacock or Pink 
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Sty_e No. 659 — FRINGED % 


FANTASTIQUE .. . with all 
the svelte, supple beauty of a 
Paris original. Turn your back 
and you're laced-to-the-waist 
. . . the peak of sophistication! 
. . . In dlegant peau de soic, 
trimmed with fringe. Black, 
Navy. or Smoke Blue. 


. Asbury Park, N. J. 
ID ORDER: | enclose price of gar 
and handling 
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[HE CRISP, COOL FEEL of fall is in the air, and the holiday of 
feasting and old-fashioned family reunions, is here. Everywhere homes are 
bustling with activity as people get together to share the bounties of a rich and 
generous harvest. While great cooks compare fancy recipes in the kitchen, uncles 
and cousins are busy swapping jokes in the crowded living room, Warm, spicy 
odors escape from the ovens, and tiny tots, in their hungry eagerness, wreck pic- 
turesque fruit bowls. An expansive mood of hospitality prevails as fun, food and 
feasting combine to make Thanksgiving a joyful day for all. Look to the following 


pages for holiday tips to help you enjoy this festive occasion. 
41 





truit Centerpieces 


tor 


FALL ENTERTAINING 


DECORATIVE ARRANGEMENT of fresh fruits and 
nuts is one of the easiest ways to make a pretty center- 

ce for autumn parties. Any fairly large-sized bowl is 
leal and can be filled with nuts and fruit and highlighted 
with tall, tapering candles. Odd-sized trays or even bread 
baskets are also clever bases for buffet or side-board cen- 
in selecting fruit for the centerpiece, choose those with 

1, unbroken skins, free from dark or soft spots. Over- 

e fruit is short-lived and will detract from the appear- 

e of the arrangement. Wash and dry the fruit carefully 
vefore using it. This is to make it edible for after-dinner 
ibblers looking for extra snacks. Cellophane-wrapped 
ndies and assorted nuts add an unusual color contrast. 


Fruit Tray With Candles 


A colorful tray of citrus fruit and unshelled 
walnuts make a festive centerpiece for infor- 
mal parties and buffets. 


Dark, purple plums, stuffed with cottage 
cheese and garnished with Thompson seedless 


grapes make a nutritious centerpiece. 
: vr 





Frait Bowl For Autumn 
For a picturesque centerpiece, take advantage 
i the beauty of fresh fruit, cleverly arranged 
in a dainty wicker basket. 
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Root Coose On Sauerkraut And Apple Bed 
A delectable treat and one of the most 


popular ways to serve roast goose is on a 
bed of fresh, crisp sauerkraut with sliced 
apples. Sauerkraut may be used for a 
stuffing and when goose is about two- 
thirds done, remove from oven, drain 
fat from cavity and stuff with heated and 
drained sauerkraut, then complete roast- 
ing. Since sauerkraut is so flavorful, noth- 
ing else needs to be added. Mashed pota- 
toes can be used the same as sauerkraut 
but they should be slightly dry and herb 
seasoning may be added, along with basil 
or poultry seasoning. Roast goose breast 
down on rack. 


DUCKLING and GOOSE 


OOSE IS AMERICA’S newest year- 

round poultry treat. It is sweet- 
meated, tender, juicy and satisfying. 
Geese have very short legs, and the 
breast meat as well as the legs is dark. 
Since goose contains more fat than any 
other poultry, none is added during the 
cooking. Goose is available in two 
classes: young goose of either sex, which 
is tender-meated, and mature goose, also 
of either sex, which is less tender-meated. 


A young, quality goose is your best buy, 
and when split in half is ideal for broil- 
ing. Roasting is the most popular meth- 
od for both types of poultry. They can 
be purchased at the market ready-to- 
cook, either fresh or quick-frozen. If 
purchased quick-frozen, hold frozen un- 
til ready to use, allowing sufficient time 
for thawing before cooking. Goose is 


that add extra flavor. 
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Roast Duckling With Jellied Orange Salad 


Make a delectable fruit stuffing with apri- i C 
cots, prunes, celery, bread crumbs, onion | 


and seasonings. Stuff duckling and close — 


opening with skewers. Place duckling on ~ 
rack in a shallow pan, breast up. Roast — 
in @ constant temperature of 325°. Don’t ~ 


sear, add water, or baste. Spoon fat from ql é 


pan as it accumulates. If underpart needs 


more browning turn bird when about three- 


quarters done. Roast until drumstick meat 
is soft. Serve on bed of lightly-browned  § 


- 
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Roast Goose With Orange Cups Filled 
With Cranberry Sauce 






Whether for company or family, plain 
roast goose served with old-fashioned bread 
stuffing which has raisins, chestnuts and 
chopped apricots added will be most fes- 
tive for the Thanksgiving table. Follow 
directions for plain roast goose. Stuffing 
may be added before roasting or after the 
bird is partly done. This delectable treat 
may be served with a barbecue type gravy 
or orange sauce, and even old-fashioned 
giblet gravy adds glamor to this bird. 








Duckling is another all dark meat 
@ poultry that is gaining in year-round 
3] appeal. Many people, when they think 
® of duck, think only of roasting it. In 
| reality there are many interesting ways 
4] to prepare duck. Steamed or boiled duck 
may be attractively combined with vege- 
» tables in Chinese-style recipes. Or it may 
© be braised and served with any one of 
@ a number of delicious sauces. 
Most ducklings reach the consumer 





Braised Or Fried Duckling 


jut duck in quarters. Heat %4 cup of fat 
in skillet until hot. Dredge quartered 
| deckling with seasoned flour. Place in fat, 
"@ skin side down, to brown. Cover, place over 
tow heat until light brown, turning as nec- 
) essary to brown. Drain all fat. Add 14 cup 
broth or water and cover. Cook slowly over 
low heat 11 to 2 hours. Add broth or water 
= im % cup amounts if necessary during 
me cooking. Uncover for last 10 to 15 min- 
f | Mes to recrisp skin, or cook in a slow oven 
“in a temperature of 325° about two hours. 
We Uncover the last 30 minutes. Serve on bed 
Sof lightly browned, cooked rice with 
F toasted almonds. 
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when they are not more than twelve 
weeks old, although the average is nine 
weeks. There are several reasons for this 
age limit. The most important is that 
after twelve weeks the weight gain of 
ducks is mostly fat, but if bought at peak 
of growth, you can be assured of a ten- 
der, young bird with very little extra fat. 

Instead of the conventional turkey for 
Thanksgiving, feature goose or duck on 
your holiday menu. 
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H VERY WINTER mother has 

4 the same problem of what 
she should buy in outer cloth- 
ing that will keep her family 
warm without wearing too 
many clothes. Happily, modern 
science has developed air-tight 
cotton poplins, alpacas, nor- 
mink, Ornel, Dynel and Mel- 


tons, all of which are warm, 
lightweight, easily cleaned, and 
in many cases, washable. 

Good news for mothers this 
year are glow suits that shine 
whenever headlights approach, 
acting as a safety sign to pro- 
tect youngsters from accidents 
as the days grow shorter. 

As shown on these pages, 
there is a wide assortment of 
useful outer wear for school 
days and special occasions that 
will keep the entire family warm 


and attractively dressed for the 


winter season. 
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Father and son can be dressed 
just alike when they go to 
football games in their water 
repellent, parka-hooded jack- 
ets with alpaca linings and 
smart leather football buttons. .& 
Jackets will stand all kinds of = 

weather. Made by Sport Chief. 4: 
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For the career girl, or mother, 
this smart coat of black and 
white tweed with velvet trim 
and wide shawl collar is per- 
fect for winter weather. Made 
with warm, red alpaca lining 
and designed by Meyer Stoll. 
The hat is by John Fredericks. 
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Warm royal blue poplin jack- 
et, stitched in white with pink 
button closing, worn with flan- 
nel slacks. By White Stag. 





* 


For coliege, coeds can choose 
a neutral poplin hooded jack- 
et, men a grey fleece, zipper- 
front jacket. By White Stag. 





For the little girl who loves to 
dress up in furs like Mommy, 
a grey normink just-above-the- 
knee-length coat keeps her 
cute and snug. Her dolly, of 
course, wears a matching out- 
fit. Both daughter and dolly 
styles are by Neirenberg. 


Smart, brown finger-tip nor- 

mink jacket has jaunty stana- 

ing collar, by Neirenberg. Hat 
by John Fredericks. 























HAIR STYLE WiTH HE ORIENTAL TOUCH is sweeping _ there are clever ways to exploit the exotic 
i the U. S., influencing everything manner. Here, Eadward of Los Angeles 
from hairdos to the feet. Whether you creates hair styles from the Orient, for 


Ht ORIENTAL TOUCH have long hair or use an attachment. the woman who dares to be different. 







Hair is divided for double Jap- 
anese pony-tail. Each “tail” is 
wrapped with its own hair. 







Wrapped pony-tails may be 
fastened together, or top “tail” 
pulled to side. Styling flexible. 


Called “Foreign Intrigue,’ 
hair is styled in high pompa- 
dour, slightly curled bangs. 






Jeweled chopsticks atop hair 
add exotic touch to soft side 
rolls, swirled center curl. 
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They Called Me Madam 


(Continued from Page 20) 


was more than adequate to swing the deal 
my way. 

No, Gethsemane was not going to perse- 
cute and prosecute Anne Jones. I would 
see to that. 

I could hardly wait until meeting time. 
Stitching carefully on the new draperies 
for the spare room of my comfortable ten- 
room home, I was trying to control the ex- 
citement which possessed me at the thought 
of defending a lone girl against a pack of 
normally decent human beings who had 
grown almost mob-wild with the hysteria of 
the huni. 

What [ planned to do was not purely 
unselfish. It was another way I[ could lay 
up in Heaven repentance for my sins, for 
the past which was a secret to a very few 
people alive; the past which would have 
made Gethsemane folk regard Anne Jones 
as a celestial angel compared to myself. 

For I, Margaret Craig, Passaic’s first 
Negro citizen, have come up out of the 
dark, deep valley of wickedness; up from 
the lowest depths to which woman can 
sink. For five years, back in the sordid yes- 
terday of my life. I capitalized on the woe- 
ful weakness of young girls and the lasci- 
vious lust of young and old men to do busi- 
ness in the oldest. basest profession know 
to women—prostitution. Back in those yes- 
terdays, the gamblers and panderers, the 
playboys and glamor girls accepted me in 
their shadow world of iniquity. They used 
to call me “madam.” 

No doubt my shame about the sorry 
story of my own life provides the basis 
for my deep sympathy for Alice Jones. I 
watched her last Sunday coming into 
church, a forlorn, but brave figure, picking 
her way carefully to her accustomed seat 
in the choir loft. My instinct told me how 
much she had suffered, how dearly she had 
paid for her sin, how bitterly she had re- 
gretted breaking one of God’s most basic 
laws. I sensed that she could feel the 
sharpness of the angry stares of people 
who had once been her friends, people who 
now looked upon her as some sort of moral 
leper. 

That had been the kind of atmosphere in 
which I had lived back there a long time 
ago when, like Alice Jones, I made my first 
mistake . . . 

It was another one of those country girl- 
meets-city slicker situations, the thing that 
happened between Sherman Towles and 
me. Of all the girls in our small South 
Carolina town who were expected to keep 
themselves clean and above reproach, we 
Craigs headed the list. Pop was the minis- 
ter of a modest church and even though 
everyone says children of ministers usually 
turn out bad, few people really believe it 
or expect it. 

My three sisters and [—they were all 
older—lived up to what was expected of us. 


We weren’t any holier-than-thou prudes. 
We enjoyed a satisfying popularity with 
the younger set, both male and female. But 
it had been drummed into us from the 
time we were small that we must never do 
anything to disgrace the Craig name. We 
had always vowed to our parents and 
among ourselves that we never would. 

That’s why it was so extra bad—the 
thing that happened between Sherman 
Towles and me. 


T WAS SIXTEEN and had my steady boy 
friend, a real nice lad named Victor 
Carter. I liked Victor in a more than cas- 
ual way. It was readily accepted by all 
around us that we would get married some 
day. Boys will be boys and, from time to 
time, Victor had become rambunctious and 
insisted on greater evidence of my love 
than the affectionate kisses which passed 
between us. Even though I myself felt the 
urge to go further, I had always managed 
to hold him off or talk him out of the idea. 
It was different when Sherman Towles 
came along. 

If you think Grant took Richmond, you 
should have been around to note the com- 
plete capture of Clinton, S. C., by Sherman 

-Sherman Towles. 

In the first place, I don't believe any 
conquering king whose heralds rode before 
him with waving banners and blaring trum- 
pets could have had more exciting advance 
publicity than did Sherm. 

He was press-agented as the handsome, 
clever nephew of old Sister Beatrice 
Towles, one of the pillars of Pop’s church. 
He was to visit his aunt for the summer, 
coming from that Eastern paradise: New 
York. 

If you’ve ever lived in a small Southern 
city, you know how utterly insane the na- 
tives go over anything or anyone from New 
York. It’s really fantastic, when you come 
to think about it. To say you’ve a visitor 
coming from Manhattan Isle seems almost 
to compare with an announcement that a 
friend of yours is dropping over from the 
planet Mars. 

Personally, I was just a wee bit scornful 
about the flurry of excitement with which 
the town anticipated Sherman Towles’ visit. 
The romance-hungry girls in my crowd 
made me pretty disgusted, buzzing and 
whispering about the great visit and each 
one of them obviously setting her cap to 
be the one to attract Sherman’s favorable 
attention. ‘ 

“You don’t seem at all interested about 
this new fellow coming, Margaret,” my 
best friend, Sue, told me the evening be- 
fore Sherman was due. 

“Why should I be?” I asked disdainfully. 
“With everyone else in town losing their 
sanity about someone they’ve never seen, I 
feel someone ought to act sensible. Besides, 


I’ve got my Victor. He'll be around a long 
time after the Manhattan glamor boy has 
come and gone and punctured some neat 
little holes in those dream balloons you 
and the rest of the girls are flying.” 

My disinterest was genuine. But the 
minute I saw Sherman Towles, some sixth 
sense told me he spelled trouble. Why? 
Because the minute I saw him was the very 
minute he saw me. It seems impossible that 
in all the crowd which jammed the parlor 
of his aunt’s home for a welcome party, 
Sherm should have suddenly glanced up 
from the midst of a perfect beehive of ad- 
miring girls clustered about him; glanced 
up so that his eyes met mine as I entered 
the room. 

With the meeting of our eyes, some 
weird, sudden flash of communication 
seemed to transmit itself between us for the 
tiniest portion of a minute. It is a hard 
thing to describe. Rather like a jagged 
flash of lightning zig-zagging from the sky, 
seeking out one tree on the edge of the 
woods to favor with its brightness and burn 
with its intensity. 

Those were exactly the sensations which 
went through me in those few unusual 
seconds. I felt dizzy and weak because of 
the smile in Sherman’s eyes and the linger- 
ing seconds they bestowed in my direction. 
But [ felt also a burning, searing wave 
which made me shudder, not knowing why 
I was shuddering. 


HE WAY SHERMAN was good looking 

should have been illegal. He was almost 
too pretty to be a young man and yet he 
had a boyishly appealing virility. | noted 
the proud forehead, delicately-sketched 
eyebrows and lashes, the conservative crew 
cut of his hair, the clean, well-planned 
lines of his profile. But, of all the weapons 
Sherman Towles had, his eyes were the 
most devastating. 

His eyes were a hot brown which could 
regard you with gently insinuating steadi- 
ness or pierce you through as efficiently as 
twin stilettos. They gave off mischief, grav- 
ity, fun and brooding all in the space of 
a very few minutes. I knew because | 
hadn't been at the party fifteen minutes 
before [ found myself looking into those 
eyes at disconcertingly close range. 

For some reason, Sherman Towles terri- 
fied me as much as he attracted me. If I 
hadn’t feared attracting attention to my- 
self, | might have turned and left the party 
right after he shot me that significant look. 
Instead, I did my best to make myself as 
scarce as possible, purposely staying away 
from the center of the large room where 
Sherm’s auntie was in her seventh heaven, 
introducing him to the guests. 

About ten minutes later, I was off in a 
corner of the room, pretending to be care- 
fully studying a large, hideous painting on 
the wall. I sensed that someone was stand- 
ing right in back of me. 

“Horrible, isn’t it?” a voice said sympa- 
thetically. 
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I started and turned to look full into 
Sherman’s eyes. 

“You’re Margaret Craig,” he went on 
before I could speak or recover myself. 

“Why, how do you know that?” I de- 
manded. 

Sherm’s charming 
around the sensuous lips. 

“Easy,” he shrugged. “You see someone 
you're interested in. You don’t wait to be 
introduced. You snatch someone standing 
by and say ‘Who’s that pretty girl who 
just came in?’ They tell you and there you 
are.” 

I was completely flustered before the 
sureness and skill of his flattery. I was be- 
ginning to enjoy the fact that almost every 
girl in the room was watching the conver- 


smile broke out 


sation with varying reactions of alarm, 
envy. curiosity and bitterness. 

Some of my own poise returned. 

I smiled at Sherm archly. 

“You’re a very complimentary 
man.” I told him. “I suppose that’s the way 
things are done in New York.” 

Sherm bowed a mock formal bow. 

“In New York, yes, and in every city and 
in every age whenever a boy meets a pretty 
girl.” he came back. “By the way. I’ve been 
so occupied learning names of people— 
names I'll have to learn all over again— 
that I haven’t had a chance to dance. I 
love to dance. I’d especially love to dance 
with you.” 

“Dance?” I exclaimed. “But what will 
your aunt say. I don’t think she approves 
of dancing. You notice the phonograph 
isn’t even playing.” 

Sherm’s smile was confident. 

“Dear Auntie Mae.” he sighed. “She'll 
approve even if she doesn’t. She approves 
of anything I do. As for the phonograph, 
let’s get it going.” 

Scores of pairs of eyes following us, 
Sherm and I went to the phonograph, se- 
lected some records and switched the ma- 
chine on. 

I heard a low gasp from some of the 
older folk present as Sherm took me in 
his arms and we began waltzing gracefully. 
I stole a look at Auntie Mae Towles. For 
a second she had looked disconcerted. Now 
she was beaming at us. Soon. practically 
every young couple in the room was danc- 
ing and many of the older ones. 

It was delightful being in Sherm’s 
He was a very fine dancer and he held 
me as though I were some precious china 
statue. I’]l bet no statue that was ever 
created had the inside tumult cascading 
around like that which was tumbling about 
in me. Sherman Towles upset me as I’d 
never been upset before. I’d never known 
I had a dream boy image tucked far away 
in my heart. Now I knew I had and that 
Sherman was more than a reasonable fac- 
simile. I rebuked myself for comparing him 
with my faithful Victor, for noting how 
polished and smooth he was as against 
Victor’s lazy. bumbling ways. But I had 
to face it. There was a difference between 


young 


arms. 


Victor and Sherman as between night and 
day. 

At least he came over to seek me out, 
I bragged to myself. At least he was in- 
terested enough to ask my name and to 
dance with me first. I know what will hap- 
pen after this dance. The jealous pack of 
girls will be down on him like the thunder- 
ing herd. But even if I never see him again, 
I’ve had a moment of triumph. 

The mere suggestion of not seeing Sherm 
again carried a swift pain to my heart. As 
if he were reading my thoughts, at that 
moment, he leaned toward me and said: 

“Margaret. how many toes would I be 
stepping on if I asked you for a date to- 
morrow?” 

I think a hundred silver stars were shin- 
ing through my eyes as I looked up at him 
and said: “No one’s toes, Sherm. How’s 
eight?” 

Just as I’d predicted. the minute the 
dance was over, the rest of the female con- 
tingent came swarming around. They 
weren’t going to let me get away with 
walking off with Sherm. they thought. He 
let them drag him away, but first he 
whispered: 

“Don’t forget. Tomorrow 
garet. Don’t stand me up.” 

I was delirious with excitement and hap- 
piness. Sherm Towles was so much every- 
thing I wanted in a man. It had taken 
meeting him, talking with him a few min- 
utes, drifting in his arms to make me admit 
to myself that I was dissatisfied with the 
life I was living. 

Victor, who had been watching me near- 
ly every minute of the time I’d been with 
Sherm, found me as I stood on the back 
porch all by myself staring at the moon 
and thinking of tomorrow night’s date. 

“Hey-y-y, baby.” he cracked. “I'll admit 
that city boy is sharp and has got him a 
line. but don’t forget about me.” 

It was foolish of me to stake so much on 
so little; to assume that what had gone on 
between Sherm and me could be considered 
vital enough for me to throw away some- 
thing important like Vic’s love. But I was 
bewitched by the moon. enchanted by the 
memory of Sherm’s arms, his voice. his 
eyes. I murmured, “Vic, all I can think 
about is him.” 

Vic swallowed hard. blinked and said in 
a calm. tense voice: “You'll get over it, 
baby. I'll be waiting.” 

He left me standing there. I turned and 
peered inside where the festivities were 
going on. I saw Sherm laughing merrily as 
he twirled his partner in a merry jitterbug 
routine. I saw my cousin Bartlett and his 
party gettin: ready to leave. I wanted to go 
home. I didn’t want to stay here and con- 
tinue to share Sherm. my Sherm, with the 
rest of these people. I wanted to go home, 
to be alone and clasp him to me in dreams, 
to prepare for my very life to begin to- 
morrow night. 


night, Mar- 
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had mentioned the word “date” I knew as 
ell as he did that he didn’t mean a long 
drive or a movie or anything at all but 
iding the closest secluded spot where we 
suld be alone and belong to each other 
mpletely. Strangely, as deep-seated as 
ere the teachings of my parents, for the 
st time in my life I was willing to throw 
rules overboard. I wanted Sherm and 
wanted me. That was all that mattered. 

[t was amazing how potent the attraction 

between us. I didn’t realize then that 
was so powerful because it was so evil. 

Sherm drove me far into the woods. We 
exchanged but a few words. There was a 
eness about us until suddenly he came 

to a small grassy clearing. He backed the 
ur in. We took out our lunch and blankets 

d lay on the ground looking up at the 
blue sky. 

Mother Nature occupied our attention 
but briefly. Then our eyes met, any ounce 

will I might have had left smouldered to 
leath before the hot, smoky power of 
Sherm’s beautiful eyes. 

Fiercely, he clutched me to him—and 

illingly I went. 

[ lay in his arms my body throbbing, my 
thoughts whirling as words came rapidly 
from his lips; words that never should be 
hared only by two people very much in 
love. Sherm had travelled far and wide in 
is twenty-one years, he confided, but he 
had had to come to Clinton to find the 
perfect girl. He crushed me to him tightly, 

itreating, demanding, pleading for me to 
be his forever, never to desert him for 
omeone else. Then he said: 

“We're going to get married, Margaret, 

yu and I.” 

He said it in such a strange manner that 
[ looked up at him, eyes wonder-wide. 

‘Married,” I echoed. “When, dearest?” 
Sherm’s body blotted out the sky. The 
ale sweetness of him was pressed close 
me. His arms were bands of imprison- 

ient from which I never wanted to escape. 

His lips were exploring my forehead, my 

lips, my cheeks, my neck with kisses so 
irm as to almost drive me insane and 
se spell-binding eyes were holding my 
pt attention. 

‘We're going to get married now—here 

d now, Margaret,” Sherm whispered 

passionately. “We’re going to become one 
ith the age-old ceremony of love. What 
iman beings call a wedding can come 
ter, but now I’m going to carry you 
raight up to the sky of rapture and you’re 
ing to become my little wife.” 

If any other boy I knew had tried this 
ngle, ’'d have been insulted and horrified 

the blasphemy of its meaning. But I 
is in a trance for Sherm. I believe he 

ould have persuaded me to go down to 
the highway and fling myself in front of 
speeding truck. 

[ nodded dumbly. 

\nything you say, darling. Anything.” 
That was when time lost its meaning 
id space lost its substance. Sherm’s ten- 

der, tempestous, crazy-mad loving was the 


his 


) 


swift. relentless beat of a pulse at the 
temple. It was the majesty of roaring 
thunder and the bursting, screaming glory 
of a new sun on a new day. It was con- 
solation and cruelty. It was the greatest 
single emotional experience which had 
come to me in my lifetime. It left me trem- 
bling; his slave for as long as Sherm 
wanted me. But Sherm didn’t put it that 
way, I was his “little wife.” 

We had our frequent meetings at our 
favorite rendezvous after that. Of course, 
I ruthlessly eliminated Victor from the pic- 
ture. The whole family, with whom Victor 
was a favorite. was shocked by this. But I 
didn’t dare explain. I couldn’t confide in 
anyone. Sherm kept saying we’d keep our 
love secret and just before he got ready 
to leave for the East at summer’s end, we'd 
steal off and get married. 

I was so happy owning Sherm like this. 
Of course, little things began to go wrong, 
but, I reasoned, what love affair runs 
smoothly ? 

Still. we quarrelled because Sherm, who 
never took me out evenings unless we made 
a night trip to our rendezvous, had been 
out with several other girls in town; had 
taken them to the movies or to parties or 
just for a drive. 

“Tt’s all right keeping our love secret, 
but I’m beginning to think you’re ashamed 
of me.” I told Sherm hotly. 

It was late August when I began to get 
storm warnings of a disaster of which I 
had been blissfully unaware. Little things 
at first: heartburn. morning sickness, a 
sudden awareness of a strange new feeling 
inside. 

In desperation I turned to my sister 
Anne, the wisest and most sympathetic of 
all of us. When I told her of the symptoms, 
she came to me slowly, a question upon 
her lips. But it was a question I did not 
have to answer, for Anne could read the 
guilt in my eyes. She put a comforting arm 
about me as I broke into bitter tears. 

Anne was wonderful to me during this 
crisis. The next day, keeping her promise 
not to breathe a word to a soul, she got her 
boy-friend to drive us to an adjoining town 
where we consulted a doctor. His examina- 
tion completed, he snapped the damning 
words: 

“You’re pregnant, young lady.” 

All I remembered afterwards was the 
deep-down sinking sensation which gripped 
me before I fainted. 

I awoke to consciousness several hours 
later. Mom. Pop and Anne were all in my 
room. Pop’s face seemed to me to reflect 
the sorrow and anger of all the ages. Mom 
had been crying and Anne looked anxious. 

I didn’t have to ask or wonder what had 
happened. Consciousness had brought back 
to me all too clearly the dreadful reality of 
my shameful situation. 

“Daughter,” Pop began in controlled but 
menacing tone... 

Mom looked at him appealingly. 

“Not now, dear,” she begged. “Give the 
girl a chance to get herself together. 


There'll be plenty of time to talk all this 
over when she feels better.” 

Pop turned his attention from me and 
thundered at Mom. 

“There’s not going to be a lot of talk.” 
he vowed. “All I’m waitin’ for is to make 
certain of one thing—which I practically 
already know—and that is that that young 
scamp from New York is responsible for 
this disgrace. Then I’m going straight to 
his aunt’s house and between the two of 
us, we'll see the right thing is done. She’s 
a good Christian woman, Widow Towles.” 

Then he turned to me. 

“Well. speak up, Margaret,” he de- 
manded. “Who is it you’ve been carrying 
on with? Is it Sherman Towles or Victor? 
Which one?” 

Concerned as I was about my own con- 
dition, I was horrified at the though of 
Pop’s confronting Sherm. If I answered his 
question, that was exactly what he would 
do. I knew Pop. I thought fast and decided 
to fake a withdrawal into my fainting spell. 
I moaned convincingly, let my body fall 
limp and closed my eyes. 

“Answer me, Margaret.” I heard my 
father command. 

To my relief, Mother’s outraged voice 
intervened. 

“Now listen here.” she cried. “You just 
leave her alone until later when she feels 
better. I won’t have you torturing her when 
she’s sick. I don’t care what she’s done 
wrong.” 

Pop stalked angrily out of the room. 

I opened my eyes and looked at Mom 
through mistily grateful tears. 

“Oh, Mom.” I sobbed. “I’ve been so bad. 
I’m so sorry. Will you ever forgive me?” 

She leaned over, took my face in her 
hands. 

“Just you rest yourself, honey.” she said 
comfortingly. “Mother will stick by you. 
Everything’s going to turn out all right.” 

She sat there, stroking my forehead with 
her comforting hand. Minutes later I fell 
off to troubled sleep. 


WHEN I AWOKE, my room was dark. 

I was alone. I felt much stronger. bet- 
ter able to think. Switching on the lamp, 
I was amazed to see that it was slightly 
after ten o’clock. I didn’t feel like sleep- 
ing any longer. I couldn’t face going down- 
stairs to confront Pop and his questions. 
There was one thought in my mind. Some- 
how, before anyone else told him, I must 
get in touch with Sherm. I must let him 
know what had happened. He would know 
what we ought to do. Sherm would never 
let me down. 

Stealthily I got up and dressed. The 
house was quiet except for the radio in the 
living room. Mom and Pop. I guessed. were 
listening to their evening programs. With 
luck I could steal down the back steps and 
out of the house unnoticed. 

From the corner drug store, I phoned the 
Towles home. I had the premonition that 
Sherm would be out, but luckily, he an- 
swered the phone. 








pe 


ex 
be 


nol 
five 


me 


did 





ll this 
e and 


talk.” 
make 
tically 
young 
le for 
cht to 
wo of 
She’s 
wles.” 


e de- 
rrying 
ictor? 


n con- 
gh of 
ed his 
would 
cided 
spell. 
y fall 


d my 
voice 


u just 
- feels 
when 


done 


room. 


Mom 


o bad. 


97 


n her 


e said 
y you. 
ht.” 

1 with 
I fell 


dark. 
r. bet- 
lamp, 
ightly 
sleep- 
down- 
stions. 
Some- 
must 
t him 
know 
never 


_ The 
in the 
_ were 

With 
Ss and 
ed the 


n that 
ie an- 








“Sweetheart!” he exclaimed in surprise. 
“What a wonderful delight to hear from 
you. I was just thinking of you. Want me 
to pick you up?” 

I had intended just to talk with Sherm 
over the phone. then get back home before 
I was missed. Quickly I changed my mind. 
[ needed so badly to have him close to me 
as he assured me that everything would 
turn out for the best. I’'d go for a short 
drive with him. explain the whole situation 
and still get back home early. 

“Yes, Sherm.” I agreed. “Please pick me 
up. but not at the house this time. At 
Fraser’s Drug Store on the corner.” 

Sherm was in excellent spirits that night. 
Evidently. he was certain I had called be- 
cause I hadn’t seen him for two days and 
was hungering for his love. Without con- 
sulting me at all, he headed out for the 
highway toward our rendezvous. 

I was at a loss as to how to tell him the 
score. The words just wouldn’t come. I 
made brief reply to his bright conversa- 
tion. finally decided to wait until we ar- 
rived at our destination. 

It was there, when Sherm snatched me 
roughly in his arms, possessively caressed 
me and began covering my face and neck 
with kisses. that I spoke out in desperation. 

“Sherm! Sherm! Stop, honey!” I cried 
out. “I didn’t call you for this. I called you 
because 1 had something to tell you. Some- 
thing terrible has happened.” 

Sherm released me and looked into my 
eves with that winning smile. 

“Now, what’s wrong? Who told you they 
saw me where with what girl?” he asked 
teasingly. 

“No, Sherm. It’s nothing like that. It’s 

.. well, it’s . . . Oh Sherm, I don’t know 
how to say it.” 

“Oh, go ahead. darling. It can’t be that 
bad. Not the end of the world. You aren’t 
going to have a baby, are you?” 

I gasped and stared at him. How did 
Sherm know? Then, from the bantering 
look in his eyes. I realized he didn’t know. 
He had been joking. 

I broke down into hysterical sobbing. 

“That’s just it. Sherm,” I confessed. “I 
am. I am.” 

The only sound I could hear was the 
sound of my own weeping. It was abnor- 
mally quiet there between us I raised my 
head to look at Sherm to see what his re- 
action was 

He was staring at me as if I were some 
fascinatingly horrible monster 

“You’re lying. Margaret.” he said des- 
perately. “Tell me you’re lying.” 

This was the last thing on earth I had 
expected to hear. I was thunderstruck, un- 
believing. 

“Lying?” I repeated. “No, Sherm, I’m 
not lying.” 

He leaned close to me. His face looked 
as though he had grown five years older in 
five minutes. His words were almost savage. 

“Margaret.” he demanded. “Do you 
mean to tell me that a big girl like you 
didn’t know how not to...” 


It seemed the sky crashed about me and 
the very breath left my body with that 
brutal question. Here I’d been trying to 
protect and warn Sherman before my 
father got to him; here I’d been counting 
on him for warmth and sympathy and ac- 
ceptance of our common problem, and this 
vulgar, selfish reaction was the only thing 
he had to offer. For the first time, in a 
flash of intuition which ought to have come 
to me long before, I saw Sherm Towles 
stripped of his charm, his good looks, his 
seemingly strong character. He was afraid. 
afraid for himself and his future. He hated 
me for what I had become—a problem in- 
stead of an easy plaything. 

Wildly. unthinkingly, I wrenched myself 
away from him. Before he could speak an- 
other word. I was out of his arms, running, 
running down the dark road back toward 
home. I stumbled and fell once or twice 
and narrowly missed death at a narrow 
turn in the road as a car came careening 
around. I almost wished I hadn’t bothered 
to get out of the way. Once I heard a car 
behind me. I think it was Sherm trying to 
overtake me. I hid on the side of the road 
behind a giant tree to let the car pass. 

Weak and exhausted, I made it home. 

I got in the back way, crept upstairs, 
undressed and crawled into bed. 

“Dear God.” I prayed bitterly, before I 
went to sleep. “Please help me to keep 
hating Sherman Towles the way I do this 
minute.” 

It was a horrible thing to pray but I 
thought I meant it. 

Of course. the next morning I had to go 
through a session with Pop. Dully, I ad- 
mitted the sordid details of my illicit love 
affair with Sherm. Pop, a little more in- 
terested in his own possible loss of prestige 
in the community than anything else, was 
furious. After practically reading me out 
of the family and branding me eternally 
with the mark of shame, he raged over to 
the Towles residence to confront Sherm 
and his aunt. I guess it must have been the 
kindness of a merciful God which had pre- 
pared me not to be too shocked to learn on 
Dad’s return, that my passionate lover, 
Sherman Towles, had slipped out of town 
the night before on a late train without 
even saying goodbye to his aunt. 

This added fuel to Pop’s burning anger. 
He fumed and ranted all day long, threat- 
ening to have a lawyer trace Towles in 
New York and bring him to account. 

“T don’t want you to do that, Pop,” I told 
him finally when I could stand no more of 
his storming. “I wouldn’t marry Sherm or 
any other man who had to be forced to 
marry me.” 

“You have nothing to say about it,” Pop 
shouted. “Naturally, you don’t care. You 
have no shame. You’ve proven that. Well, 
you'll not stay around this house or this 
town with a little nameless child to make 
me the laughing stock of the community. 
I am trying to lead folk away from sin 
and you want me to be the grandfather to 
a little...” 


I think Pop almost forgot his religion 
for the moment. He didn’t finish the ugly 
statement. But one thing he did end. He 
ended any determination I had to stay at 
home and see my trouble through. I would 
have loved to remain in the glow of Mom’s 
love and understanding. But she was com- 
pletely cowed by Pon. The only thing for 
me to do, I decided. was to leave home. 

Ever since we'd been tiny things. Pop 
had maintained bank accounts for all of 
us. The amount he’d been able to put away 
each week was nothing considerable. but 
over the years, each account had grown to 
close to five hundred dollars. As we grad- 
uated from high school, the accounts had 
been under our individual jurisdiction. 
This money would help me get to another 
city and might even see me through my 
pregnancy. 

The only person I told was Victor. I felt 
terrible about what I’d done to him just 
to carry on with a handsome, worthless 
coward. Vic was wonderful. He helped me 
get ready to leave. gave me some names and 
addresses of friends in New York and New 
Jersey since I had decided to go East. The 
night I sneaked my belongings out of the 
house to go to the station. Vic met me and 
saw me off. As the train pulled into the 
station, he kissed me. pressed a $100 bond 
in my hand and said: “Maybe, some day, 
Margaret. we can find each other again. 
I still love you.” 

I’d bought a ticket for Newark, New 
Jersey. The trip was strange and frighten- 
ing to me. I’d never been more than several 
hundred miles away from home. Dear Vic, 
however, had arranged for a wonderful 
young couple, friends of his, to meet me 
at the station. Their names were Eva and 
John Mercy. God knows. they had the right 
names. They saved my life in those dark, 
seemingly hopeless days. They took me into 
their shabby little home on Adams Street. 
They went to all kinds of efforts to make 
me comfortable. only agreeing to accept 
a ridiculously small amount weekly for my 
room and board. Eva Mercy was like an 
older sister to me. She got me a job in the 
same factory where she worked. This made 
it possible for me to add to my little sav- 
ings instead of using it all to live on. I 
could work at Eva’s place until I had to 
quit. 

You would have thought I would have 
brightened up with all this good luck fall- 
ing my way to cushion my hardship. Out- 
wardly, I seemed to be all right. But some- 
how, some terribly destroying thing had 
happened to my insides that night when, 
right before my eyes, Sherman Towles 
changed from a man I had loved into a 
monster I loathed. There was a hard core 
of bitterness inside of me as tight as a 
little ball of iron. I kept it to myself and 
it grew harder and harder. That’s why I 
made my second big mistake. 


HEN MY BABY was born, I gave it 
away to an agency for adoption. I had 
decided that I would be an unfit mother for 
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any child. Maybe that was my excuse for 
cowardice. Eva and John tried to talk me 
out of taking this step. But I was adamant. 
I had a blueprint made for my life and I 
didn’t want anyone else of my own flesh 
and blood involved. 

My blueprint could be interpreted in a 
few frank words—pay back people like 
Sherm Towles for making a sucker out of 
you and while you’re paying them back, 
get everything you can for yourself. 

Fervently thanking Eva and John for 
what they’d done, I moved out of their home 
and into a questionable hotel right on the 
borderline of the white and Negro neigh- 
borhoods. I changed my name. I changed 
my looks. I changed my way of living. 

Yes, I who had given away love so freely, 
learned to place a price tag on it. Mine 
became the life of the lower class joints, 
the overnight friendships with men out for 
a good time and primed to pay well for it. 
Strange how a green girl from the country 
can substitute the bitterness of her broken 
heart to make herself successful at the 
business of selling passion. 

Most prostitutes use only their bodies to 
ply their trade. I used my instinct also. I 
went out of my way to find out who was 
who in that city. Some of my most regular 
clients were the most influential politicians 
and business men. I began to pick my trade 
and to exact quality prices. I dressed the 
part. I moved to better hotels, finally got 
myself a swank apartment. 

Then I met a man I'll call John Moore. 
He was a power in the city of Newark but 
he was a mouse in his society leader wife’s 
eyesight. Being with me flattered his ego, 
soothed his rejected feelings. 

John Moore became my major project. 
I was out to get something from him. That 
something was money. I wanted enough 
to buy a big, beautiful house. In every 
room I was going to have a beautiful young 
girl and my house was going to be the bus- 
iest. biggest bordello in Newark. 

I’d been in Newark five years when I 
met John. It took two more years for me 
to so entangle him that he felt he couldn’t 
do without me. I was his backstreet woman, 
the woman who offered him the comfort 
and ease and flattery he couldn’t get at 
home. The day John offered to take over 
my living expenses provided I agreed to be 
exclusively his was the day I knew I had 
it made. 

I wouldn’t settle for the living expenses. 
I wanted my house. 

John Moore squirmed but I stood my 
ground. John Moore gave in. 

That’s how I came to preside over the 
fabulous house on X Street. Newark, N. J. 
The fame of that establishment became 
legendary throughout the East. It took 
plenty of money to run, plenty of money 
to take care of the right people, plenty 
of money to maintain expensive-type girls 
with fine wardrobes. It was furnished in 
the elaborate style of the old vice head- 
quarters of New Orleans. But the house 
was no fancier than the prices. 


I ran the house with an iron hand clad 
in a silken glove—and that’s how—in 
Newark and throughout the East Coast 
cities—they got to call me madam. 

I'd still be running it if it weren’t for 
Victor. Victor had told me he hoped to 
find me some day. He did. He came into 
the house on X Street. My maid told me 
there was “an old friend” waiting to see me 
in the drawing room. 

I was startled and thrilled to see Victor, 
The years had given him a dignity which, 
however, didn’t make him at all strange to 
me. I could have cried with happiness but 
I could also have cried with shame. 

“Dear Victor.” I greeted him. “The last 
time you saw me I was an amateur sinner, 
Now you find me in the big league.” 

He smiled tenderly. 

“What you’ve done with your life, so far, 
is your business, Margaret.” he said. “I’ve 
come East for one purpose—to find you 
and to persuade you to let me make it my 
business from here out.” 

I laughed merrily. 

“Are you sure you haven't an ulterior 
motive. Vic?” I asked teasingly. “I suppose 
you know that I am a very wealthy woman 
now.” 

Vic laughed at that. After all these years, 
there was still the perfect understanding 
between us. 

I didn’t really take Vic’s proposal of 
marriage seriously at first. I was trying to 
pretend that I was satisfied with my way of 
life. In my heart I feared Vic. clean. good 
and loyal, was much too worthy for me. 
Then too, there was my sponsor, John 
Moore. I owed him a certain loyalty. 

It was miraculous how the barriers swift 
ly disappeared. John Moore’s wife. who 
had suffered his flaunted infidelity all these 
years, one night leveled a revolver at his 
head and blew him to eternity, then com- 
mitted suicide. The newspapers and _ the 
gossips left it to no one’s imagination that 
the double deaths had been brought about 
because of “the other woman.” 

The talk of the scandal grew more men- 
acing. Without John, a deal of my protec- 
tion was gone. An election was about to 
be held in the city. Some of my political 
friends warned me that the reform candi- 
date. a former district attorney, had de- 
cided to build his campaign on an attack 
on prostitution and crime with emphasis 
on an expose of my activities. I decided to 
be a coward rather than a fool. Vic was 
still around and waiting. I told him I would 
marry him. 

I unloaded my real estate as fast as pos 
sible. closed down the X Street bordello, 
bought a new wardrobe and Vic and | 
made plans to leave the city and get mar- 
ried. 

Now that I had consented to marry Vic, 
I began to tingle with the idea of starting 
a new, clean life, of being a good wife. 

But it wasn’t in fate’s plan. 

The day before Vic and I were to leave 
Newark, he was run over by a bus. 

My first tortured grief at Vie’s death was 
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replaced by a return of the great bitterness 
which had drawn me into a life of sin. 
I would go to another city and start all 
over again. I could open another bordello 
anywhere I chose. 

Then the miracle came about. I saw my 
daughter. 

It happened while I was browsing about 
one of Newark’s exclusive dress shops. The 
girl came in with a kind-looking middle- 
The girl was about sixteen. 


aged woman. 
clean- 


She was fresh as a young daisy, 
limbed, attractive. How did I know who she 
was? Who is to analyze a mother’s in- 
stinct? In addition to the fact that she was 
the genuine picture of myself at that age, 
I knew. I stood frozen. watching her as she 
moved gracefully about the shop. This was 
the precious happiness I had given away. 
[ronically. with all my money, it was a 
happiness I'd never be able to buy. 

My impulse was to speak to her, just to 
hear her voice. just to look into her eyes; 
or to draw her companion aside—obviously 
the woman who had adopted her from the 
agency—and to talk with her. I didn’t 
even know the child’s name. But after all, I 
had forfeited all right to know it or her. 

Slowly. I turned and walked out of the 
shop. I went to the hotel and sat out that 
long afternoon in a large easy chair near 
the window. thinking, thinking. 


| HAT A FOOL and a coward I'd 

been. How could I ever fill the aching 
emptiness inside of me which had been cre- 
ated by the glimpse of a beloved face? 

I wanted to cry until I had heaved out 
my soul. I sat motionless until small, 
quiet voice within me sent me to my knees 
by the chair. For the first time in years, I 
prayed to the God I had forsaken. 

The cynical say that hoping for enlight- 
enment by prayer is a joke. I know differ- 
ent. God gave me a message that night. His 
message has guided my life since that time. 

The message brought me here to this 
town of Passaic. The message enabled me 
to begin a life of service and friendship 
here among my neighbors. I have used a 
great part of my ill-earned fortune to help 
the poor, to give comfort to the sick. to aid 
civic organizations. to bolster Gethsemane 
Church to which I now belong. 

The grandfather clock in my hall strikes 
melodiously. It is time to leave for the 
church meeting. When I 
night. I will no longer be alone. Anne will 
be with me, Anne Jones, the lonely, way- 
ward, heartbroken girl whom many want to 
crucify. I have made the spare room ready 


come home to- 


for Anne and her unwanted baby. I will 
give them all the love and devotion I 
should have given my own child. Maybe 


doing that will keep Anne from the weak- 
ness and bitterness which made a shambles 
of my own life. Maybe doing that will 
make me a little more fit some day to look 
mee again on the face of the child I de- 
serted. They used to call me a madam, but 
that child will call 

THE END 


maybe even, some day, 
me “mother.” 





FOR HAIR THAT 
IS GRAY, GRAYING, 
BURNT, STREAKED, 
DULL, FADED, 
LIFELESS OR 
DISCOLORED 





If you, like so many thousands of others, 
are tired of paying fancy prices for hair 
coloring, then test this remarkable fast 
worker. Yes, if your hair is faded, burnt, 
gray or graying, streaked, dull, lifeless- 
looking or otherwise off color... or if your 
hair is so unattractive looking that it is 
spoiling your entire appearance . . . and if 
you are tired of paying h ape for hair 
dyes or beauty shop rouck: ups... HERE’S 
GLORIOUS NEWS 


LY For only 75¢ you can now 
get the original genuine 
BLACK STRAND HAIR 
COLORING that will im- 
part rich, even, smooth, 
lustrous jet black beauty 
to your own hair in just a 
few quick minutes. No 
long waiting. The 75c 
BLACK STRAND pack- 
age contains 4 capsules 
and a bottle of liquid, ev- 
erything you need for Jet 
Black lustrousmoreyouth- 
ful ~*~ a hair TO- 
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Amazing Easy, Simple 75° Capsule Plan 
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~~ 














IMAGINE! JET 
BLACK, YOUTHFUL 
LOOKING HAIR 
YOURS TONIGHT 
FROM AMAZING CAPSULES 


It’s easy, simpleto follow BLACK STRAND’S 
clear illustrated directions. Just empty the 
capsules of powder into the liquid, apply to 
hair and presto! Like magic grayness disap- 
pears... faded dull burnt looking hair takes 
on new ae? black color that’s shiny and lus- 
trous . looking hair becomes young- 
looking pn . you look younger and you 
feel younger, more likely to win success in 
business and society, more attractive to men, 
more envied by women. And you'll be de- 
lighted how easy it is to keep your hair 
looking its ce Pe best simply by occa- 
sional touchups as hair grows out at roots, 
temples and part. And the price... only 75c 
for the BLACK STRAND HAIR COLOR- 
ING with 4 capsules and enough liquid to 
beautify your entire head of hair. So now, to- 
day, ask your druggist for BLACK STRAND 
HAIR COLORING. Even if you pay twice 
as much there’s no finer hair coloring in 
all the world. 


BLACK STRAND HAIR COLORING 
Two Shades... Regular Black and the 
Ever-Popular Deep Jet Black 

BROWN STRAND HAIR COLORING 


Three Wonderful Brown Shades— 
Dark Brown, Medium Brown, Light 
Brown 


Wonderful, new, Black Strand Cake Shampoo makes 
hair clean, refreshed and radiant. 
and loose dandruff flakes. Leaves Scalp tingling. Cuts 


Removes dirt, grime 


dressing, gets hair ready for coloring or 


other beauty treatments. Not a dye, not a tint, not a color rinse. Large bar, enough for 


50 shampoos only 30c at all drug stores. 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 





CHILDLESS 


WIVES wisn BABIES! | 


Send 3c stamp for information concerning simple 
easy-to-follow ovulation method which has suc- 
ceeded in %ths of cases tested. 

WARNER COMPANY, Bent. D_ 
500 Robert St ul t, Minn. 








IGH SCHOOL ow: 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-61 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, lilinois 
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and get RESULTS 


The true way to mastery will open 
for you when you know how to ask 
for and how to accept the gifts that 
GOD has stored up_for those that 
love and obey Him. Learn 


THE MAGIC FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


Here are some of the amazing things 
it tells you about: When a , Pray’ 
; w to pray; The 


; for conquering 
fear through prayer: for obtaining 
through pra for money 
through = for influe neing others 
through pra and many other val- 
uable instructions that help you get 
things you wan 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


Just send your name and address =e Ae and = aetivers 
simply deposit the small sum of only 49 plus pos « 
: I positively GU ARANTEE that you 
will be more than delighted with RESULTS within 5 days 
or your money will be returned promptly on request and 
no questions asked. Order At 


LARCH, 118 E. 28, Dept. 616-H, New York 16 
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‘Too Many Babies 


(Continued from Page 30) 


n the lives of her children. 
But, back to a year ago: 
[ was awfully tired. I tried to explain 
[ felt to John, but all I could get 
ym him was: 
‘Beverly, a woman is supposed to have 
ldren. A couple is supposed to raise 
family. That’s the most important part 
marriage, especially when you’re young.” 
‘That’s just it.” I’d tell him. “I’m too 
sung to be tied down all the time. While 
n still young, I want to enjoy some life, 


John couldn’t understand this kind of 
ik. 
And, on reflection, I can’t really under- 

tand my own self. 

[ remember that there had been a time 
in my young life when I thought being a 
mother was the finest thing. I loved chil- 
lren and wanted them. 

Yet. somewhere along the way, I picked 
other ambitions. I got a desire to do 
things, be somebody. Maybe that was 
ause nobody in my family ever was 

ny body. 

Loaded down with kids, I didn’t see how 

ever could change the record. So—I 


blew my top. 


You'll probably get a better understand- 
e of this if I give you some family his- 
John was born in Georgia. I was born 
Louisiana. Our parents were ordinary 
ople. from the country who moved 
orth in hopes of bettering their lot. 
Both of our parents were particularly 
terested in seeing that their children got 
better education than they had gotten. 
They were willing to sacrifice for that— 
d did. 
[ was only four years old when father 
oved to Gary. Ind., and took a job in the 
ee! mills. When I was ten. he moved 
he family to the South Side of Chicago, 
where we lived in a cheap, six-room apart- 
ent—my parents and the four kids. 
John’s people had come straight to Chi- 
ago from the South. There weren’t but 
wo children in his family—John and a 
brother, Earl—and they fared a bit better 
did. 
John and I met in high school, where 
became sweethearts. We had the usual 
omance that happens to a poor girl and 
skating, sitting 
round the apartment. listening to records 
id munching on hot dogs. And, of course, 


nan we 


movies, picnics, 


necking. 
\bout a year after we graduated from 
high school, John and I married with our 
arents’ consent. Less than a year later, 
ve had our first baby—Genevieve. 
Having the first baby was a big event 
in our lives. John was working in a meat- 


0 


packing plant, making pretty good money. 
I had been working as a waitress until 
my pregnancy forced me to quit. 

We had a three-room apartment with 
one of those in-a-door beds. It cost us $20 
a week. We had a second-hand car and a 
few clothes. though nothing really fancy. 

And, we had hope. We already had put 
together a small savings account and we 
were talking about the day when we'd own 
a two-flat building. That was our dream. 

It didn’t take Genevieve long to smash 
our dream and change our lives around. 

In the first place, no children were al- 
lowed in our apartment building—so we 
had to move. 

The place we had been renting was 
mostly furnished by the landlord. The 
one-bedroom place we found was not. Buy- 
ing furniture just about took all our sav- 
ings. What didn’t go for furniture was 
set aside for expenses of having a baby. 

Yet, both John and I were glad the baby 
was coming. As the months passed and 
I swelled, I anticipated with joy the day 
I’d feel my first pain and go off to the 
hospital to have my child. 

I think that the anticipation of mother- 
hood was as strong in me as the anticipa- 
tion of fatherhood was in John. 


ET ME TELL YOU some more about 
John. 

First, he was a regular guy. I mean 
he was the kind of guy nearly everybody 
liked. In school. he played on the athletic 
teams, although he worked part-time in a 
drug store. He wasn’t the smartest guy 
around, but he wasn’t the dumbest, either. 

John is of medium size, but well-built 
with good shoulders and strong arms. His 
features are slightly broad and he wears 
a mustache. I think that makes him dash- 
ing—as long as he isn’t talking. When he 
gets to talking sometimes, John can sound 
as old-fashioned as a Model-T. Seems like 
John took his serious approach to life 
from his parents, who were sturdy people 
from the southern soil. 

I had first met John in a class at high 
school. There was nothing special about 
our meeting: we just happened to be close 
to each other one day and he said, “Hi.” 

I said, “Hi.” 

He said, “What’s your name?” 

I said, “Beverly Thompson. 
yours?” 

He said. “John Williams.” 

I said, “Oh.” 

A real jazzy conversation that was! 
But from that slow beginning. we started 
going places. One day I dropped by the 
drug store where John worked with several 
girl friends. John waited on us at the 
soda fountain, and he managed to slip a 
couple of extra dips of ice cream into my 


What’s 


vanilla malt. I appreciated that because 
I really went for those big, thick vanilla 
malts. 

Having done that. John got bold enough 
to ask for a date. And—you know how it 
is—one date led to another and another. 
and soon we were talking about love. 

I should say that John was matured 
much beyond his years. He was 17 when 
I met him. 19 when he graduated from 
high school. He started talking about the 
time when we'd be married before he was 
18! In fact. long before we graduated. it 
was just about taken for granted by both 
our friends and ourselves that we would 
get married. 

Which wasn’t a bad prospect, I'll tell 
you. 

John did things to me. When we were 
alone—I had a feeling I possessed at no 
other time. I remember one night over at 
John’s place. his parents and Earl had 
gone out and I was invited over to hear 
a few of John’s records and help him fix 
a snack. 

King Cole was singing a sentimental 
thing on the record. John and I were 
sitting on the sofa, rather close, holding 
hands. I marvelled at the strength of John 
and stole admiring glances at his face. He 
caught me in one of those glances and 
asked: 

“Why do you look at me that funny 
way?” 

“Funny?” I repeated. “I didn’t know 
I had a funny look on—I was just think- 
ing how handsome you are.” 

“Oh,” he said, “don’t kid me.” 

“Not kidding,” I said. “You are hand- 
some and so well, so manly. You look 
so much older than the other boys. I like 
that.” 

“T guess I look that way.” John said. 
“because I’m more man than they are.” 

“Oh, is that so?” I teased. 

“That’s so, Baby—” 

John drew me to him. tightly. and proved 
it. His caress was so strong he almost 
crushed me breathless. so close that I could 
feel his heart beat against my breast. His 
kiss was a flame that lighted a fire in me. 
and the fire was at once pain and agony 
and ecstasy. 

The fire was also desire. John’s desire 
for me. And his desire for me kindled 
desire for him in me. 


That romantic interlude taught us some- 
thing: we had better get married before 
too long. There was too much danger in 
our being so deeply in love and being un 
married, 

Neither John nor I planned to go to 
college. First. probably, because we want- 
ed to get married young. And, two, be 
cause we didn’t have much money. 

So we took the question of our getting 
married to our parents—at least. John 
told his parents and came to see my pal 
ents. They weren’t too keen on the ides 
because of our ages, but in the end they 
consented. 
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We were married in a quiet ceremony in 
a minister’s parsonage. For a honeymoon, 
we spent a week at a resort in Michigan. 
After that, it was back to work. 

And, in less than a year, we had Gene- 
vieve. 


Before I got pregnant. I weighed a little 
less than 125 pounds. The week before 
Genevieve was born, I weighed myself: 
156 pounds! I was so big. I felt like I 
had to turn sideways to go through a 
door. My face had puffed and splotched 
a little. My feet ached sometimes like 
they just couldn’t carry the burden any 
longer. 

But I didn’t mind. John was kind and 
thoughtful. He worried lest I do too much 
work around our apartment. He brought 
me all the articles and books he could 
afford—and I learned loads about having 
babies and on how to rear them “right.” 
What I learned ranged from the advice 
of old-fashioned mid-wives to that of mod- 
ern scientists. 

And, if that wasn’t enough, I had our 
two families to listen to! 

But one thing they couldn’t do for me 
was have the baby! 

All of them had ideas on what to do, 
how to do this-and-that, what’s best and 
what’s bad . . . but nobody could have 
the baby except me. 

John always said I was very brave early 
that morning when the first labor pains 
struck. I don’t know about that. I know 
I awakened him and said. “John—call the 
doctor!” 

He leaped out of bed and called the 
doctor. I thought he was more excited 
than I was. He kept on asking. “How 
do you feel?” I'd be ready to say all 
right—and another pain would come. As 
time passed. they became more frequent 
and the pain greater, until by the time the 
ambulance came to take me to the hospi- 
tal they were pretty hard to take. Sud- 
denly I got scared and started screaming. 

By the time they got me to the delivery 
room. I was almost hysterical. I’d heard 
that labor pains were tough to take. but I 
hadn't imagined that they would rack my 
body mercilessly. At the height of the 
worst pain—I didn’t really care whether 
Thad a baby or not. 

And then there was Genevieve. The 
agony was over—or so I thought. I even 
had visions of bragging to my friends that 
Ihadn’t really had a rough time. I thought 
about the fact that I would go back to my 
old weight. get slender again. And, of 
course, that I'd have loads of fun with my 
little girl. 

And I did have fun caring for Genevieve. 

A baby. you've heard it said repeatedly, 
isa “sweet thing.” Yes—that’s true, if the 
mother is willing to do the million-and-one 
things she must do to keep baby sweet. 
But a baby left alone, let me tell you, can 
be anything but sweet. 

I loved little Genevieve. I wanted her 
to be the kind of little baby people cooed 


over. So I never minded washing and 
changing diapers, fixing formulas, burping 
her, keeping her crib neat, clean and dry 
... none of that. 

I didn’t even get tired, I remember, dur- 
ing the first three or four months of Gene- 
vieve’s life. The first time I felt fatigued 
was after I knew I was pregnant again. 


T FIRST, I wasn’t disturbed by my 
*+* being pregnant again so soon. Of 
course, the way we were living, it was 
natural. But when my mother and my older 
sister, Josie, commented on it, I began 
thinking. 

I was a strong girl physically, but I 
began to wonder if I would hurt myself 
by having another baby so soon. John 
assured me, though. that as long as I took 
proper care of myself. there was no dan- 
ger. He cited several people from his fam- 
ily who had had two children in two years. 

I told John that I knew we would have 
to have this one when she came but I'd 
prefer to wait awhile before having a third. 
John said that he thought it best that na- 
ture take her course. 

I said, “No. I don’t want to depend on 
nature after this.” 

John said, “Why are you worrying about 
a third baby? You haven’t had two, yet!” 

“Yes,” I said, “but I’m pregnant again.” 

“T think that’s fine.” John said. 

“Well,” I said. getting a bit angry. “I'd 
like for you to suffer the pain I did and 
then say that.” 

“Oh, Bev.” he said, “you're just tired 
and upset. Why don’t you get some rest?” 

As I remember now, I was tired and 
upset most of the time while little Johnny 
was on the way. In the first place. the 
second pregnancy wasn’t as easy as the 
first. Then there was the burden of caring 
for Genevieve. It didn’t make things any 
easier that she was beginning to pull up 
even hefore Johnny came! 


Well, there I was 18 years old with two 
babies already and a husband who would 
probably be happiest when he heard that 
I was pregnant again. 

Which I was—too soon to mention. 

And for another nine months, I went 
through hell—caring for two little chil- 
dren, carrying a third. 

The third, of course, was Josie—named 
for my older sister. 

My sister and I had a long talk one 
night shortly after I'd returned home from 
the hospital. 

“You’re having babies too fast, Bev. 
After all, you aren’t some old washer- 
You’re an intelligent. good look- 


You 


should be having some fun, doing some- 


woman. 
ing girl living in a modern city. 


thing for yourself.” 

Josie had gotten married before I did, 
but she and her husband had separated 
and Josie had returned to live with our 
parents. 

“It is getting a little hard on me,” I 
said, “but John—” 


“John’s a man.” Josie said. “It’s easy 
for him.” 

“But he loves children.” I said. 

“So because he loves children. he kills 
you! I ask you. Bev. does that make 
Before you're 25 you'll feel like 
youre 50.” 

In the next few weeks, I thought a lot 
about what Josie had said. 

I couldn’t help thinking about it when- 
ever I saw one of my friends from high 


sense? 


school. 

I'd be shopping at the market and one 
of them would come up to me. She'd be 
all dressed up nice and she'd tell me 
about her course in college. At the beauty 
parlor I'd run into someone else IT knew. 
and she'd tell me about the fine job she 
had downtown. Most of the girls were 
unmarried—or if they were married they 
had no more than a child. 

What startled me most was the appar- 
ent difference in their spirit and mine. 
It seemed to me that life for them was 
full and bubbly and exciting. In their 
presence—just talking at the market. beau- 
ty parlor, or on the street—I felt like an 
old lady who'd lived a lot of years. They 
sounded still like kids enjoying this life 
and expecting an even more joyous future. 

After my own mother started telling me 
about how it was too tough for a woman 
to have so many children so fast and say- 
ing: 

“You know, Bev. we're simple people 
from the country. I don’t mean to be med- 
dling in yours and John’s business, but 
I think you’re having too many babies...” 

—Well, after that how could I help but 
feel disturbed. I brought the subject of 
the babies in a conversation with John. 
who—by the way—-had started working 
two jobs in order to make ends meet. 

“John,” I 
tough this is on both of us? We never go 
to movies. We never have any friends by 
to see us. We never go to a dance. You're 
working two jobs and I’m being worked 
to death by three babies.” 

“It won't be this way all the time.” 
John said. “that’s why I don’t mind sacri- 
ficing now. I think we're doing right to 
have the babies now. All of them will 
grow up together. In a few years, most 
of our child-rearing worries will be over.” 

“John—how many children do you think 
we ought to have?” 

My husband pondered that question for 
a while then said: “About six. I think 
six would make a nice family.” 


said, “do you realize how 


“T’'ll never be the mother of six,” I said 
flatly. 

As soon as I saw the hurt look in John’s 
eyes, I wished I hadn't said that. But | 
didn’t want any six children. 

“Why,” I asked. “do you want so many 
children. Your mother only had two.” 

“Because,” John said, “I think a large 
family is the better family. I think the 
kids have more fun and I think they grow 
better adjusted. I don’t want to be the 
father of any misfits.” 








“Well,” I said. “you’re going to be mar- 
ried to a misfit wife soon.” 

If John had realized then just how mis- 
fit I was to become, I’m sure he would 
have taken every precaution to insure our 

tt having another baby. 

But he wouldn’t and he wouldn’t let 

either. I knew about the modern pre- 

1utionary measures and wanted to take 
them. but John came up with another argu- 
ent: to use them was sinful. 

God made women to be mothers,” he 
i. “They should not interfere.” 
So—what could I do? Either leave my 
husband—which I didn’t want to do, or 
keep on having babies. 

It wasn’t long before I knew I’d have 


inother. 

[t was pure mental anguish going 
through my fourth pregnancy. By this time 
[ almost had a fixation about having chil- 
iren. I was extremely nervous and any 
little disturbance almost set me off. Gene- 
vieve and Johnny were walking now, into 

\l kinds of mischief, and that didn’t help 
matters any. Things got so bad John had 

woman come in once a week to help me 
clean up and his mother came over to 
help with cooking. 

[ can truthfully say that everybody tried 
to help. But nothing did much good. I 
was constantly irritable. Twice I had faint- 
ing spells—and the wonder is that I didn’t 
lose the baby. 

But, somehow, I managed to give birth 
to Bobby. 

That was about all I ever did for him, 
too 
| WAS HOME with the babies one night 

three months after Bobby was born. 
rhe noise he and the other three children 
1ade was shattering my ears. As fast as 
I'd take care of one, another one would 
tart wailing. I thought I’d go crazy. 

Shut up, will you?” I screamed at the 
lot of them. 

Naturally my noise only made it worse. 
But, three or four times I screamed. 

[ was still screaming when I heard a 

ck at the door. 

[t was an apartment neighbor, Mrs. Nel- 
on. As I opened the door a crack, she 

ished into our apartment. She was a 

ll. stout lady—the bossy type. 

\ren’t you feeling well, Mrs. Wil- 
iams?” she asked, looking around curi- 
uusly. She had never visited us before 

I was surprised that she was here 

Ww. 
*“No—I—I guess I just let the children 

me down.” 

[ can imagine,” Mrs. Nelson 
You've got too many children for a wom- 
in so young. I’ve been surprised that 
yu’ve had them so fast. There are ways, 

u know—” 

‘T know,” I said, then suddenly remem- 
bered that I hadn’t asked her to sit. I 
lid—and she sat on our worn sofa made 

by one of the children. “I know—but 
1y husband wants six children. He be- 


said. 


lieves preventive measures are sinful. What 
can I do?” 

“Well,” Mrs. Nelson said, “I’m not a 
marriage counselor—but—” 

The strange thing was that the children 
had quieted down. All night I had been 
trying like mad to shut them up with no 
success. Now the appearance of this stran- 
ger in our apartment had quieted everyone 
of them except Bobby, and he was only 
fretting. 

What had happened. I guessed, was that 
Genevieve had stopped hollering to watch 
Mrs. Nelson and the other kids had fol- 
lowed her lead. 

“Oh, what were you saying Mrs. Nel- 
son?” I suddenly remembered to ask. 

Mrs. Nelson had changed her mind. 

“T did have a suggestion,” she said, “but 
I don’t think I should inject my opinions 
here. I will say, though, that you ought 
to arrange to get out of this apartment 
more. You ought to have some fun.” 

After a while, still surveying our apart- 
ment minutely, Mrs. Nelson arose and left. 

You ought to have some fun. 

Wasn’t it funny, her telling me that. 
Yes—I ought to have some fun. But just 
how does a mother who has had four ba- 
bies in four years have fun. By having 
baby No. 5? 

Oh, God, please forbid! 

Just the mere thought of such a thing 
—five babies—almost sent me into hyster- 
ae 

This was the night I started drinking. 

I’d never been much for whisky, nor 
had John. But, a long time ago, we'd 
bought a bottle and I was sure we never 
opened it. I found the bottle of bourbon 
high on the kitchen cabinet shelf. I opened 
the bottle, poured a stiff drink. The first 
drink of it almost choked me, but I got 
a good, if burning. feeling as the stuff went 
down. I drank more. And soon it seemed 
that my troubles weren’t as big as before. 
The children didn’t sound quite so noisy. 
Or was I making more noise than they? 

Opening that bottle and pouring that 
drink did something for me: it opened up 
an escape from reality. I didn’t know, but 
I should have known: the escape hatch led 
to misery. 

After I’d finished the bottle in two 
nights of drinking while John worked on 
his second job, I went to the liquor store 
and bought another bottle. From time to 
time. I slipped on it whenever I felt blue 
during the day, but I was careful to fix 
something to eat and not let John know 
when he came home for dinner and an 
hour’s rest. 

Anytime the kids started getting noisy 
after he’d left the house. I'd pour myself 
a drink. 

Just how it happened that I didn’t drop 
one, or injure one. or get caught by John 
during the first weeks of my drinking, I'll 
never know. Luck, I guess. 

Of course, John was pretty tired, com- 
ing home from the second job, and by 
that time, I'd be asleep, usually with one 


of the babies sleeping beside me. 

Often John would sleep on the sofa or 
pull out a collapsible bed we’d bought. He 
thought he was being kind—not disturbing 
me. 

He would have been kinder if he had 
come over to kiss me and smelled whisky 
on my breath. Maybe then he would have 
realized what a bum of a mother I was 
getting to be. 

But by the time John caught on, it was 
too late. 


For some mysterious reason, the kids 
went to sleep early one night. All of them, 
including little Bobby. Left suddenly with 
no kids to worry with in months, I didn’t 
know what to do with myself. 

Out of habit, I poured a drink that I 
didn’t really need. I sat down and tried 
to read an old magazine. But I didn’t like 
the stories. I became restless. 

Then suddenly I remembered what Mrs. 
Nelson had said—I ought to get out and 
have some fun. 

I knew right from wrong. I knew I 
shouldn’t leave my young babies at home 
and go out looking for fun. I even thought 
of how angry John would be if he came 
in and found me gone. 

But I had been drinking and the devil 
was in my mind. The louder were the 
warnings, the more tempting was the idea 
of sneaking off from home for a little while 
to see what the world was doing. 

After all, I told myself, there was a nice 
little bar down the street. I could fix up, 
go down there for a couple of drinks in 
public. then return home before John got 
in. Who could be hurt? The babies surely 
could stay asleep for that long. 

A drink-dazed mind can reason out any- 
thing. 

I started looking around for something 
to wear. The best I had was none too 
good—but for this night. I figured. it would 
do. I wasn’t out to set any worlds on 
fire—just to entertain myself a little. 

\s quickly as I could. I fixed my hair, 
dressed, lipsticked, and left the apartment. 

For a fleeting moment. as I left, I felt 
cuilty. I almost decided not to go. But 
this would only be for a half-hour, I told 
myself. Nothing could happen in that short 
time. 

The bar I went to was called the Bara- 
cuda Lounge—the name as big as life every 
night on the neon sign. 

This was my first time in the place. but 
I guessed it was like most other bars on the 
South Side of Chicago. T'd heard people 
say that you didn’t really need to be origi- 
nal in Chicago in a bar, as long as you 
didn’t expect people to drink sitting on the 
floor. Either give ’em chairs or let ‘em 
stand up—and they'll come in to drink. 

Suckers! 

I was one of them. 

I walked in, took my seat at the bar. 
Pretty soon a white-uniformed bartender 
came up and asked, “What'll it be, lady.” 

“Bourbon and soda.” 
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He fixed the drink—and I began having 
my fun. 

I was starting on my second drink when 
a guy came up and sat beside me. He 
ordered beer. then turned to say: 

“Ah—excuse me. but I haven’t seen you 


around here before. My name’s Bill. 
What’s yours?” 
“Bev—” 


I stopped before I had finished. Why 
should I tell this stranger my name? 

“I'd rather not say—” I told him. 

“Why not?” he asked. “Think I’m go- 
ing to hurt you? I just come here because 
I don’t like going home to that lonely 
apartment of mine. I just want to talk, 
that’s all.” 

I couldn’t see much harm in that. 
told Bill my name. Told him my 
Bill agreed that I had been a fool to have 
so many children so fast. 

“Look,” he said. “a young girl like you 
should never have let a guy talk you into 
such a tough life. It isn’t like old days, 
when my parents were coming along down 
South and all they thought they should do 
was get married and have all the children 
they could to work the fields. Times have 
changed.” 

“T guess they have.” I said, “but I hap- 
pened to marry an old-fashioned man.” 

“You married a crazy man.” Bill said. 


So I 
story. 


V E MUST HAVE TALKED for more 
than an hour, during which I had a 
couple more drinks. 

Toward the end of the conversation, Bill 
began getting apprehensive. He started 
telling me that I should go home to see how 
the kids were. I kept trying to tell him 
that everything was all right. He was 
abcut to take me out of the place forcefully 
when we both heard the sound of a fire 
engine—and the whine of the siren struck 
terror in my heart. 

Sobering fast, I rushed out of the bar 
to see where the fire engine was stopping. 
Down the street I ran and stumbled. pray- 
ing and hoping that the fire engine had 
gone past our apartment. My heart sank 
when I saw that it hadn’t. But. I noticed. 
the whole building wasn’t on fire. Maybe it 
was somebody else’s apartment. not ours. 

When I came up to the entrance of the 
building, it was filling with people at- 
tracted by the fire engine’s sound. Already 
the men had set up their apparatus and 
were trying to put out the fire, wherever it 
was. 

I pushed through the crowd of people 
and confronted a fireman. 

“Where’s the fire?” 

“Some fool woman left four kids in an 


apartment alone.” the fireman said— 

He didn’t have to say any more. I knew 
the fire was on the second floor, in our 
apartment, 219. 

How I finally fought my way up the 
stairs and down the corridor to the apart- 
ment IJ] never know. But I did. I got 
there just in time to hear someone say. 
“He’s dead. Too bad. He was a handsome 
little fellow.” 

I knew he was 


Somehow talking about 


little Bobby. 


To this day. we don’t know exactly what 
The best theory the firemen put 
Genevieve had gotten up 


happened. 
together was that 
while I was gone, started playing around 
in the apartment. and caused a faulty wire 
to set off the fire. 

Evidently. the fire had spread on some 
papers near Bobby’s crib. After the crib- 
clothing caught fire. he never had a chance. 
{ neighbor—Mrs. Nelson—smelled the 
smoke and called the fire department be- 
fore the other children could be burned. 

The whole thing never even happened 





it seemed to me for days and days as I sat 
in my jail cell. where I had been placed. 
charged with child neglect. I couldn’t be- 
lieve that I had become so callous, so anx- 
ious for silly fun, so cold to my own 
children’s need for love that I went out 
drinking while Bobby burned to death. But 
I did. I had to realize it because I did it. 
I had to suffer all the anguish that should 
come to a murdering mother. My children 
should have been taken from me—as they 
were by the welfare people. They took 
them and kept them in a juvenile home un- 
til John made arrangements for his mother 
to care for them temporarily. 

I wouldn’t have blamed John if he had 
never spoken to me again. But John was 
all man in grief just as he was in a ro- 
mantic way. 

The death of little Bobby all but broke 
him up. too. But he 
jail. He forgave me and punished himself 


came to see me in 


unmercifully for having been so selfish in 
his desire for children so quickly. He got 
a lawyer to plead my case. 

The lawyer got me off on probation. 
Since John had to work. the children were 
left under his mother’s care until I could 
prove conclusively that I was a responsible 
mother again. 

That’s what I hope to prove very soon. 
Meanwhile. I want to tell you: don’t make 
the same mistakes I did. Don’t make any 
of those mistakes. Any one of them can 
lead to tragedy. I know. It happened to me. 


THE END 
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business of performing wearing only— 
well, practically naked.” 

Ed shrugged. “The girls who dance 
here tell me that after the first few min- 
utes, there’s nothing to it. After all. they 
say. girls on the beach wear just as little!” 

I had to agree with him on that. In 
the days that followed, I turned the mat- 
ter over and over in my mind. If I took 

_the job, billed as the “Masked Beauty” 


Stag Party Girl 
(Continued from Page 35) 


Rick was the only one who knew I was 
working and I made him promise never 
to tell. But although my plan had ap- 
peared perfect in the beginning and I was 


\ly heart sank. All my money was gone 
| there was no way on earth to get any 
re. especially enough to pay the rest of 

tuition. “But, Dean Waters, if they'll 





ents. 


=t 


wait. I’m sure that... 
She shook her head. “I’m sorry, dear, 
it something must be done immediately. 
it’s why I’m writing this letter to your 
I thought I'd tell you about it 


” 


You can't do that!” I fairly shouted. 


hen in calmer tones, I told her that my 


ric! 
1] = = M4 
uld only worry him. 


had been sick and that the letter 


“But I have an 


le.’ I said quickly. “who has promised 
° ” 
pay my expenses here this term. 


‘Well. 


Vaters said. 


that changes the situation.” Dean 


Oh. yes. he has lots of money.” I told 
deciding to make it a good lie while 


¢ 


S] 


ne 


is at it 


“If you just give me a little 


everything will be straightened out.” 


gave 


me two weeks’ grace and I 


inked her profusely. But when T left. the 
oblem I faced was enough to make me 
k with worry. After some thought. I real- 
od that the only solution was for me to 


e 


the campus dormitory and move 
to town and work on a job after school 


rs. The town was only about five miles 

and many students lived in private 
mes instead of at the school. So with my 
$25 I found myself a room and set out 


oking for a job. 
It was hopeless. All the decent jobs were 


held by girls who lived in town and stu- 
who had gone to work at the begin- 


of the term. At one restaurant. where 
ent to ask for a cashier’s job. one of the 
tomers overheard my conversation with 


nanage 


r 


He was a tall. gaunt-looking 


with peculiar eyes. 
| couldn’t help hearing.” he said. walk- 
up to me. “Maybe I can give you a job 
you want one bad enough.” 


ook. mi 


| 


ven working in a bar?” he asked, rais- 
his eyebrows. “You look kinda young 


ne 


ister. I’ve got to have a job! 
o 


”? 


making good money. it was inevitable that 
the other girls would go on the make for 
Rick since I wasn’t around so much. Be- 
fore long, I began to hear rumors of how 
Jean had finally got her hooks into him. 
And when he took her to the sorority 
dance. I knew I'd lost out. 

I'll give Rick credit, though. 
phoned me before hand and tried to ex- 
plain the situation. “I practically have to 
go to this affair, Angela,” he said. “and 
since you're not available, I thought I'd go 
with Jean. I didn’t think you’d mind.” 

“You’re so right!” I snapped. “I don’t 
care what you do!” 

With that. I slammed down the phone 
and buried my tear-stained face in my 


hands. 


He tele- 


HE BLACK CAT was a combination 
bar and night club. On weekends there 
was a three-piece combo. a singer and a 
shake dancer —“exotic dancers” they 
called themselves. The show helped bring 
in more trade. I watched them as I served 
the customers and wondered how any girl 
could get up before a crowd wearing so 
little clothes. It never once occurred to 
me that very soon I’d find out for myself. 
The way it happened was this. It was 
almost time for exams and the instructors 
really piled on the homework. I realized 
that I could never hold my job and stay 
in school. Still. there was a sizeable amount 
of money I still owed for my tuition. The 
solution. I decided one night as I dozed 
over my open textbooks. was to get a big 
sum of money all at once and quit my job. 
But the prospects for that were dim in- 
deed. 

Then. a few nights later. Ed Falls casu- 
ally mentioned to me that one of the fra- 
ternities was having a stag party and had 
asked him to send one of the stripteasers 
who worked now and then at the club. 
“Send me.” I laughed. “I could use that 


or some such name, all my financial trou- 
bles would be over. I'd be back on the 
campus and in a position to win back Rick. 
As the night for the big fraternity party 
neared, I grew more and more desperate. 
Finally, I told Ed that I'd take the job. 

He studied me for a moment, then said, 
“Okay, honey. I thought you were only 
kidding, but if you really want to earn 
that scratch, the job’s your’s.” 

The night of the frat party, I arrived 
secretly on the campus—for such affairs 
were banned by the school—and slipped 
into the Delta house on the edge of the 
school grounds. I wore my scanty strip- 
tease outfit under my coat. My face was 
covered by a black mask. The chairman 
of the entertainment committee. a class- 
mate of mine. hustled me into a spare 
room near the dining hall where the party 
was going on. “I’ll come for you when we 
want you to go on.” he whispered. 

“Okay.” I answered. praying that he 
wouldn’t recognize me. 

“Make it hot!” he said as he left. 

I don’t know what thoughts flooded 
through my mind as I waited for what 
seemed hours. I knew what I was about 
to do was all wrong. but it was too late 
now to turn back. So when they called 
for me. I picked up the big shawl I'd 
brought along, wrapped it around me and 
went out. I almost fainted at the sight 
of all those boys. They were laughing 
and shouting and every eye in the place 
was focused on me. Near the rear. | 
saw Russell. and wondered what a divin- 
ity student was doing there. even though 
he was a member of the fraternity. 

Someone put on a phonograph record 
and I was shoved into the center of the 
room. After the first shock had disap- 
peared, I started swaying gently with the 
music. waving the ends of the shawl sug- 
gestively. Then I tossed it aside and. amid 
the whistles and cat calls. I began my 


Even that!” I said in desperation. extra change!” dance. I’m not a dancer, but I had seen 
It turned out that he was Ed Falls, I was only joking. but the more I enough of the stripteasers at the club to 


er ol 


the Black Cat bar. the town’s 


iest night spot. He hired me as waitress 


barmaid 


and in two weeks I had 


ed enough to give the college some 
ey on my overdue tuition. It was rough 
1e. | had to drive to school in the morn- 
rush back to town and try to get some 
» before geing to work at 6 o’clock. I 
off at midnight. Not only that. I had 


fueeze 


1? 


my studies somehow and 


time with Rick was limited to Sundays, 


day and Tuesday evenings. my days 


thought about it. the more attractive the 
proposition sounded. The only problem 
was that I didn’t dare show up in a college 
fraternity house—that. and the fact that 
I’d probably die of shame if I ever ap- 
peared in a scanty dance costume. It was 
Ed who suggested how I might get around 
the first objection. 

“You could wear a mask,” he laughed. 
“Tt’s a sure bet that those college boys 
won’t be looking at anything above the 
shoulders!” 


have a general idea how it should go. 
Apparently. I was successful. because after 
a while things degenerated into a_ wild 
free-for-all. One fellow made a grab for 
me and that was the signal for the others 
to follow suit. 

In no time at all, everything was in 
bedlam. I was screaming and the boys 
were shouting and yelling and the nexi 
thing I knew. the campus police burst 
in. They were fellows who kept order on 
the campus and carried clubs just like 


ind brief periods between classes dur- “Gee. that’s right!” I said. But my _ regular police officers. The fraternity men 
spirits sagged again. “There’s still the turned on them and someone called the 
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police. When the police came. they hustled 
us off to town and slapped us in jail. 
That’s about all there was to it. The 
college authorities hushed up the matter, 
but placed the entire fraternity on proba- 
tion. I was summarily expelled. It might 
not have been so bad, but the newspapers 
carried photos of me in my brief costume 
and played the whole thing up as if it 


were one of King Farouk’s orgies. When 
they let me out the next morning, I had 


nothing—no job, because Ed_ said he 
couldn’t stand the publicity; I was out 
of school and I had lost whatever chance 
I had of winning back Rick. 

As I left the jail. my heart leaped as 
I saw Russell heading down the street 
towards me. “Oh, Russell!” I exclaimed. 
“IT was never so happy to see anyone in 
my life before.” 

He nodded grimly. “I had to come.” he 
“After all. if I'm going to 
it’s my duty to do what I 


said piously. 
be a preacher. 
can for those who stray from the path of 
righteousness.” 

I was taken aback by his holier-than- 
thou attitude. “I made a mistake, Russell. 
sure. but I don’t think it calls for a prayer 
meeting right here in the middle of the 
street. Right now, I want to get away 
from this place.” 

“Are you sure you've repented?” he 
asked,-. peering closely at me. 

“You’re a fine one to talk!” I flared. 
“IT saw you there last night, and you were 
enjoying it as much as the other fellows. 
But at least they aren’t hypocrites about 
it!” 

With that. I flounced off down the street 
and hid myself in my room. Once again, I 
was struck by the double standard for 
women and men. Those fraternity boys 
were just as guilty as I, but they’d been 
let off easy. I was the one who had to 
pay the full price. Bitterly, I packed my 
things and tossed them into the trunk 
of my car. But just as I climbed in, ready 
to start my trip home, Rick came run- 
ning down the street. 

“Where you heading?” he asked when 
he came up. 

“Away from here—as far as I can get!” 
I declared. “I don’t ever want to see this 
town, the college or anyone connected with 
it!” 

“That’s too bad,” 
here to ask you your address at home. 
No telling when a fellow might drive up 
that way.” 

My eyes blurred and there was a lump 
in my throat. 

“We've got a nice big welcome mat on 
our front porch,” I told him. 

“Good!” He smiled. “I'll be using it 


sooner than you expect.” 





he drawled. “I came 


“It can’t be too soon!” I said happily. 

As Rick turned and walked away, I 
promised silently that from then on I would 
just be myself: no boasting, no trying to 
get even with somebody else. I had learned 


my lesson. 


THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 


package at a more opportune time. Ever 
since Louis last played Europe. he has 
been looked upon in America as this coun- 
trys “most desirable export next to 
money.” Right now Louis. who has al- 
ways been popular. ranks as the undis- 
puted “King of Jazz” and is the hottest 
drawing card in show business. A peek 
at his record will tell you why. 

Louis brought out mobs and broke box 
office records everywhere he performed on 
the European tour. When he played Lon- 
don and the British provinces, he had to 
crack a nightly operating nut of $16,000 
but still managed to make money for him- 
self and the English promoters. He grossed 
around $140,000 in ten nights at London’s 
Empress Hall Arena (where he made that 
widely publicized aside to Princess Mar- 
garet). grossed another $100.000 in seven 
one-night stands in the provinces and Dub- 
lin. 

Satchmo literally upsets people every- 
where he appears overseas. On a recent 
trip to Africa’s Gold Coast. he pulled out 
sO many natives to greet him at the Accra 
airport that the capital city’s officials 
feared a riot had brewed. The event made 
headlines around the world. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13) 


Blues shouting Muddy Waters. for some 
reason. has his top recording. Just Make 
Love To Me, inscribed on the sides of his 
station wagon. 


Gospel singer Sister Rosetta 
Tharpe’s on-again-off-again battle 
between night club and_ religious 
singing is on the night club kick 
again. She’s made several major TV 
appearances since her last decision 
to give up jazz. Could be she’s grown 
accustomed to the loot. 


During a date in Miami. Little Willie 
John of Fever fame asked his manager for 
a Cadillac. but was informed he should go 
to work for it. So. Little Willie plunged in- 
to a “Fever Revue” and in six-days had not 
one but three delicate shaded Caddies de- 
livered to his front door—cash! 


Nassau’s fabulous Johnathan 
Kemp, top singer-entertainer on the 
Island-by-the-Sea, flew into New York 
to entertain for a weekend on fash- 
ionable Long Island and flew right 
back cut again before New Yorkers 
had a chance to dig. But he can still 
be heard on the MGM LP Album 
Confidential Carnival. cut at Nassau’s 
Confidential Club. 
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P’'m Too Young For Girls 


(Continued from Page 19) 


short space of time has caused a few prob- 
lems. It hasn’t all been a Cloud Nine 
deal. Take for instance going to school. 


I just finished my junior high studies at 


Stitt and, Man, that last term was rough. 
I usually got pretty good grades in my 
studies, but it was harder this time be- 
cause we were out on the road a lot. I 
guess we must have covered about 30,000 
miles in these few months since Novem- 
ber. And. all of the time we were dig- 
ging to keep up with our class. Sometimes 
we'd study on buses and trains between 
one-nighters. When our engagements were 
around New York we'd have to stay up 
at night to get our work done. 

Now, we’ve pretty much got that school 
business under control. We've all trans- 
ferred to The School for Professional Chil- 
dren on Broadway. At the new place, 
where, I’m proud to say, I’m a freshman 
in high school, we arrange our classes to 
fit in with our tours. On the road, of 
course, we'll have tutors. My mom says 
that the important thing for me now is to 
get through high school, and I will. I 
only hope I can still get nineties in Eng- 


lish. 


UT THE GIRLS. Now there is a prob- 

lem! 

In Canton, Ohio. one day on tour, a 
cute little thing tried to run away with 
Jimmy Merchant’s and Joe Negroni’s 
socks. A couple of kids had been hanging 
around Municipal Auditorium stage door 
almost all day trying to see us. One of 
them got into our dressing room and 
grabbed the first things she could find. 
“IT only wanted to have something of 
theirs,” she said. Well. it was okay. They 
had other socks. But that kind of thing 
can upset you, ya know? 

Almost everywhere we go the girls want 
our pictures. We had a whole batch of 
shots especially made up so that the fans 
who wanted ’em could take them home. 
But they all want special attention—auto- 
graphs, fingerprints and so forth. One 
teen-ager wanted Sherman Garnes’ lip- 
prints on her picture. Can ya’ imagine? 

And take for example in Pittsburgh. 
Four or five teen-agers came backstage 
and wanted Herman Santiago’s telephone 
number. Well, in Pittsburgh we didn’t 
think it would do any harm because that’s 
a long way from New York. But a cou- 
ple of days later Herman’s mother said 
they chipped in $2.50 to call him long 
distance. “We just wanted to chat,” they 
said. 

Singing about love and romance and 
kissing and stuff probably gave ’em the 
wrong idea. Some of them—girls, that 


is—take us too seriously. After all, we’re 


only trying to entertain them, not fall in 
love with them. 

When you look at the thing the way 
it is, I'm a little too young for girls. 
Sure. I have a nice little friend out in 
Long Island. but it isn’t a thing you’d 
call love. We like to sit around and listen 
to records and watch our favorites on tele- 
vision. I like her 
mushy. 

This little friend is a lot of fun, that’s 
all. When I’m around her it’s nothing 
but laughs. I don’t even spend my eleven- 
bucks-a-week allowance on her. I’ve got 
to spread it around, ya know? 


*cause she doesn’t get 


Sometimes when we’re at home it gets 
like a regular Grand Central Station. Kids 
are coming and going almost around the 
clock. My mom hardly gets a minute’s 
rest. She says kids think we’re running 
a theater at home and the only thing 
missing is the box office. She says things 
like that once in a while, but she likes 
the attention. too. 

One thing Mom puts her foot down 
on, though, is my giving my telephone 
number to fans. I guess I’ve given it to 
500 kids and she says everyone of them 
has called. 

But the Teen-Agers have a pretty good 
deal. We've got a lot of good tunes go- 
ing for us. like Fools and My Girl and 
Promise, and we’re working on more. In 
a few weeks we’re recording The Lord’s 
Prayer and Ave Maria for the Christmas 
business, and we’ve got our first album 
for Gee in the works. 

Our outfit has become a pretty big thing, 
almost like a regular corporation. We're 
under a personal manager contract with 
Mr. Goldner and Mr. Kolsky, and we’ve 
also got our own lawyer and an accountant 
to check on our earnings. Nowadays, all 
we do is sing. 

We get a big bang out of singing for 
teen-agers. We like to work anyway, and 
when kids like us, we enjoy it even more. 

And, show business has been good to 
us. In my own case, I’ve got me five or 
six suits and a bank account. I can’t 
touch the money I’ve saved until I get 
older, but it’s awful nice knowing it’s 
there. Except for my eleven-dollar allow- 
ance, I never even see the money. 

Besides, a guy gets a pretty good feel- 
ing knowing that he can help out his 
Mom. There are four boys and a girl 
in my family, in addition to Mom. and 
believe me, she can use any extra money. 

I’m saving out of my allowance for an 
English-built racing bike. It’s what I’ve 
wanted ever since I was a little guy. By 
Christmas I think I'll have it. 

Anyway, being so young, right now a 
bike is more important than girls. 


THE END 
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I Couldn’t Hide My Sin 


(Continued from Page 29) 


cot in trouble” he abused us all 
dly although we hardly knew her. 


Phat’s what comes of having girl-chil- 


he said. “and I have six of ’em. Six 
es of being disgraced. I'd rather see 


than 


| 
ehiter ol 


ug mine in her 
ng shame on the family.” 
ere wasn’t much chance of us sham- 
him. He saw to that. We never went 
here and after a while everyone knew 
there wasn’t any point in asking us 
because the answer was always no. 
didn’t even have any fun at home. 
be Mother wanted things different, 
ie went along with anything he said. 
the time I was sixteen, Charity was 
« married to Mr. Donaldson, the 
her’s son. Sometimes he used to call 
Sunday afternoon. I hated the way 
rity would say, “Good afternoon, Mr. 
ildson.” She always called him mis- 
ven after they got married. Mr. Don- 
on was grumpy looking and didn’t 
to pay Charity much mind, he'd sit 
e in the porch swing. rocking and 
e to Papa. Mother said it was a good 
h because of his father’s shop and 
having a grocery store, but she cried 
ething terrible on Charity’s wedding 


grave 


Dory and I sat over in the corner by the 


B> 
) 


ch bowl and once she leaned over and 
spered in my ear, “I don’t want to get 
ried, Lila, never, ever.” 
or little girl, she never did. A year 
we left her in the cemetery on the 
The whole time she was sick they 
s that she was “delicate” and I never 
it was tuberculosis until later. Any- 
he never disgraced Papa like I did. 
ter Dory I was the youngest, Charity 
cone to live with “Mr. Donaldson” 
(nn, Mildred and Kate were Papa’s 
e and joy. They were so set in their 
and se much like him. They never 


ked about going places any more and it 


ned to me that I had four mothers. 
bossed me around and got to up- 
ng Papa in everything he said or did. 
n made most of our clothes and I 
d the days we’d go into town for the 
erial for school dresses. Ann would 
her lips just like Papa, “Mr. Farm- 
vill you let me see some dark, durable 
goods for Lila? Something sturdy, 
you.” Her sewing was beautiful but 
how I wanted bought 
(nn always changed the patterns 
hought and made the necks higher, 
leeves longer and also the hems. My 


some store 


er was constantly, “Lord, make me 
dear Lord, make me 


up faster. 


THE TIME I finished my second 
the nearby college. Kate had 
Mildred was en- 


ear in 


d a doctor and 


gaged to Mr. Farmer’s son. They took 
turns sitting on the front porch, and then 
there’d be punch and cakes and another 
dull wedding. I'd never even had a date 
but I didn’t want to sit on the porch with 
fellows like that anyway. Ann talked like 
somebody out of the dark ages. “I can’t 
get married, it’s my bounden duty to care 
for Papa and Mama.” She said that all 
the time and looked at me like she was 
accusing me of something. Papa said, 
“Only one more problem on my hands.” 

There was a little country school about 
fifty miles up in the mountain country and 
they needed a school teacher. The job 
paid sixty-five dollars a month, I asked 
them to let me have it. Strangely enough, 
my father didn’t make any objection. As 
Ann was helping to get my things ready, 
Mama said: 

“The first one of our little girls to leave 
home on her own. I know you won't forget 
your training. I know you'll do us proud.” 
Later on, when I was braiding my hair 
and getting ready to go to bed, Ma slipped 
in the room to talk to me. She hadn’t done 
that in a long time. She smoothed my pil- 
low and for a minute I thought she was 
going to cry. “What’s the matter, Ma?” 
I asked. “Honey,” she said, “I want you 
to have a good time. but remember you’re 
the last girl. I couldn’t hardly live with 
your father if you did anything wrong.” 

“Really. Ma.” I said. “What would I do 
wrong?” She looked away from me. “Well, 
you know, I mean be careful with the 
boys. I think you understand.” 

“Yes, Ma, I know.” I went to sleep with 
my heart singing, nothing could mar my 
happiness. I was going to be free for the 
first time in my life. Things that other 
people took for granted loomed before my 
eyes as great adventures. I would meet 
other young people. go on outings, take 
long walks and perhaps even have dates 
for the first time. Life was sweet and 
promising. 

The Sunday morning before I left home, 
my father spoke the words that struck 
terror to my heart. “Lila, I’ve asked widow 
Elroy’s son, John, to come over this eve- 
ning and visit you.” 

“Visit me. why?” Papa 
through his Bible and without taking his 
eyes from the page. he continued. “It’s 
time you began to think of marriage. Mrs. 
Elroy has a mighty high opinion of you 
and I’ve had quite a few talks with young 
John.” 

“Young John,” I gasped. “He’s every 
bit of forty!” 

Papa broke in impatiently, “That’s all 
to the better. These young fly-by-nights 
don’t have a serious thought in their 
heads. It takes time for a man to estab- 
lish himself and accumulate a little. John 
has done very well with his father’s plumb- 


thumbed 


ing business, taken good care of his mother 

. and you certainly can’t say he’s friv- 
olous.” 

I remembered the stolid, sad face of 
John Elroy. Surely my father couldn’t be 
suggesting that this was to be my future 
husband! The blood rushed to my cheeks 
and hot anger poured through my body, | 
thought I would burst! “You can’t select 
a husband for me!” I spat the words out 
sharply. Papa closed his book and left the 
room, there was to be no more discussion. 

I ran upstairs and flung myself across 
the bed. crying, beating my fists against 
the bedpost. A cold fear enveloped me 
because I knew that I was afraid of my 
father. I had never resisted him in any- 
thing and I was desperately, eagerly. 
searching for the strength to oppose him 
and angry over my own fears. 

Moments later, Ann opened my door. 
She stood there tall, straight, her face 
cold, set and unyielding. 

“Lila, what sort of childish behaviour 
is this?” 

I turned on her like a tigress. “Childish 
behaviour? I don’t want John Elroy! It’s 
my life and no one is going to select a 
husband for me!” 

Ann’s face was stone. “Are you plan- 
ning to defy Papa? If you do, he will not 
give his consent for you to take the teach- 
ing job, you'll not leave this house. You're 
still under age and he will write the school 
board to that effect!” 

I leaped to my feet. “He wouldn’t dare. 
he can’t!” 

Ann grabbed my shoulders and held me 
fast. Never before had I heard such venom 
in her voice. As she spoke, it seemed that 
her every word poured forth hatred for 
me. 

“You should be proud! It isn’t every 
girl that can get a man like John. you 
should be honored that he looks in your 
direction, not to speak of marrying you 

. you, you should be thankful, you un- 
grateful, selfish child! I dedicate my life 
to taking care of our parents in their old 
age and you dare feel persecuted because 
you’re to marry a fine man like John!” 

The truth was clear to me in that sec- 
ond. “You love him! You want him your- 
self—then why don’t you marry him!” 

She slapped me hard! My cheek stung 
and smarted from the blow. We _ stood 
there glaring at each other. “You will 
marry him,” she hissed, “and consider 
yourself honored.” 

For a moment my anger melted, I tried 
to remember that she was my sister, un- 
happy. lonely. misunderstood and enslaved 
as I was. “Ann, darling, why doesn’t John 
marry Theresa? I hear things. . . I heard 
that he’s been seeing her for almost two 
years.” 

She cut me off sharply: “Men don’t 
marry women like that!” 

Theresa was a poor unfortunate girl 
who had a child born out of wedlock. The 
whole town had talked, but I was sur- 
prised to hear my own sister declare that 
the poor girl should be fair prey for any 
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man. There was no more love and tender- 
ness in Ann, she was stern, unbending, ice. 

There was a timid tapping on the door 
and mother called, Be girls all right?” 

Ann whispered, “You'll do the proper 
thing or give up the teaching post!” 

Thoughts whirled through my brain at a 
crazy speed. I could get out of this if only 
I could go away. I had to leave the house, 
I couldn’t miss this one chance. 

“Yes. Ma. everything is fine—I'll be 
down soon.” I smiled at Ann then, “I 
guess you're right. [ll do it.” 

That night John sat in the porch swing. 
His proposal was almost funny. I thought 
to myself: this must be 1890! In front of 
my mother, father and sisters he said, 
“T'm glad to hear that you’ve accepted 
me.” 

Fortunately the darkness hid my face 
as I answered, “Thank you.” 

Ann retired to the kitchen and made 
some lemonade for us. Papa laughed and 
talked almost pleasantly. 

“Our little girl is going off to teach for 
a term. After girls get a little education, 
it’s good for them to try their wings a bit, 
and then she’ll be making up her trous- 
seau as she earns. We’ll go to see her on 
Sundays. If you get the ring by Christ- 
mas, that will be soon enough and by next 
June we'll be having another wedding.” 

John .creaked back and forth in the 
swing, agreeing with Papa’s every word. 
“That'll do nicely. Figure it would be 
good for us to stay on with my mother 
until the business is paid for and then I 
can aim for a little piece of property over 
in the new settlement and rent out the 
old place.” 

My father nodded. “A very sound plan.” 

For a moment I saw myself in Mrs. El- 
I pictured the stiff lace cur- 
living room, the dark somber 
I saw 


roy’s house, 
tains in her 
furniture, the brownish wallpaper. 
her sitting in the big chair crocheting end- 
less yards of edging. Another picture 
flashed through my mind, John taking me 
in his arms! I shuddered. 

His voice broke into my 
“What's the matter, Lila, you 
cold?” 

I’m all right.” 


thoughts. 
getting 


APA DROVE ME up to the country 
school. The trees along the way were 
beautiful, the air was balmy and my soul 
took wings. I was going away. away, to 
something new and free and fine. When 
we turned into the Williams’ farmhouse I 
was pleased with what I saw. A dear little 
red house set far back from the road, 
weeping willow trees, flowers everywhere. 
The Williams’ were middle-aged and 
sedate, but I knew that my father would 
naturally select this kind of home environ- 
ment. It embarrassed me the way he gave 
them instructions. 

“Keep an eye on Lila,” 
only eighteen and engaged to be married. 
You know how youngsters can get out of 
hand.: We'll be up to see her with her 
young man on Sundays. If she gets too 


he said, “she’s 


restless. you just write and let me know.” 

I was relieved when his car headed 
back for town. Mrs. Williams took me up 
to my room, it was beautiful. Crisp or- 
gandy curtains, polished maple furniture. 
It was the first room I had ever had to 
myself. First I sat on the bed and then on 
the chair. opened and closed the closet 
doors and dresser drawers. I was so hap- 
py. I could hardly sleep that night. 

The next day at school was heavenly; 
the children liked me! The day went well. 
It was a one-room school house and I had 
youngsters from six to sixteen years old. 
I guess my joy was contagious because 
they bubbled over with laughter. I walked 
home from school with children all around 
me. I waved goodbye as they turned down 
different paths and by-roads that led to 
their homes. The second day went by, the 
third, fourth and fifth. I breathed deep of 
the fresh country air, the food was good 
and I was happy, happy, happy . . . and 
yet filled with yearning, a yearning I 
couldn’t express. At night I tossed in my 
sleep and had a dream. A man kissed me 
on the lips, a sweet, tender kiss. I couldn’t 
see his face, but I knew it was not John 
Elroy. 

The first Sunday they all came out to 
see me. We sat under a willow tree with a 
picnic lunch. The others seemed out of 
place in that setting but it was easy to be 
sweet to Papa, Ma, Ann and John because 
I knew that they would soon be gone. I 
was telling them about the school when 
John tossed a box in my lap. Instinctively 
I knew what was in that box: my engage- 
ment ring. I kept on talking. 

“Why don’t you open it, Lila?” Papa 
said with a smile. I fumbled with the 
tissue paper and there it was, my ring. I 
tried to keep the catch out of my voice. 
“T thought it was to be for Christmas.” 

John proudly announced, “Well, my 
mother is planning to visit her sister 
around Christmas time and she'll be gone 
for quite some time, instead of me staying 
on at the house alone, it would be good if 
we got married before she left and 7 

Mother reached over and took my hand. 
“Father had it announced in church this 
morning.” 

I felt like a noose was tightening about 
my throat. “Had what announced?” 

“Our engagement and coming marriage. 
It’ll be a week before Christmas .. .” 
John’s voice trailed to a_ self-conscious 
whisper under my withering glance. 

“But I want to finish the year here!” 

Papa frowned. “We'll talk about that 
later.” 

Ann was silent most of the day. 
they left. I wept. 

Two or three days later, as I came in 
from school, I noticed a young man at the 
Williams’ house. He was putting up the 
pasture fence. He stood with his back to 
me but when I approached he turned. His 
hair was a little too long, his face tanned 
extra-brown by the sun, he stood tall and 
lean in his blue denims, the white shirt 


When 


opened at the throat. 
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“Hello there.” he drawled. “. . . how do 
you do.” I answered with a brief nod and 
fled into the house. I was covered with 
shame at the emotion I felt as I saw him 
standing there. 

Mrs. Williams was busy fixing dinner 
and I went in to help her as I often did. 
“Who’s the stranger?” I asked. 

“That’s Chris.” she said. “He works off 
and on, here and there, but he’s not very 
bright.” 

“What’s the matter with him?” 

“Oh. nothing much. He hasn’t had much 
schoolin’ and he’s not too fond of workin’ 
and talks a lot of strange foolishness. Just 
about the most backward of the Davis 
children. You don’t mind him eating with 
us do you?” 

I shook my head. “No. 

“He won't hurt anybody,” 
“He’s harmless.” 

It was a wonderful dinner and Chris’ 
being there added a new peace to the 
shaded old kitchen. The last rays of the 
setting sun played about his head. sil- 
houetted against the window. He said little 
but looked his thoughts. His eyes were 
filled with love and gentleness. If there 
were anything strange about this young 
man it was simply this: he had removed 
himself from the pressures around him. 
and sought for a new world within him- 
self. But he had not gone too far. Some 
people try to escape life and go mad in 
the process, but Chris had very subtly 
taken himself out of the whirlwind. In 
town he could have become lost in the 
crowd and no one would have thought any- 
thing beyond the fact that he was rather 
quiet and dreamy. perhaps a poet. But 
out in this rural area where everyone 
wrested a living from mother nature, 
worked hard, ate hard and slept hard . . 
he stood out like a sore thumb. 

Eight or nine o’clock always found the 
Williams’ in bed. so we lingered over our 
homemade pie after I assured them that 
Chris and I would do the supper dishes. 

He began to talk after they left. His 
slender figure was swathed in a great red 
and white checkered apron. I washed and 
stacked dishes, fearful of breaking in on 
his silence. We worked together as though 
we had done this a thousand times before 
and after a while he spoke as though he 
was continuing a conversation that had 
heen going on all evening. “So. you're the 
school teacher. I guess you’re just like a 
duck out of water after leaving the big 
city.” 

“The big city? I came from a town,” I 
told him. 

He continued his thoughts out loud. 
“Nothin? goin’ on here except time. | 
guess I wouldn’t know what to do if I 
couldn’t take off to the woods once in a 


not at all.” 
she added. 


while. There is a magic place, it’s all 
magic Ly 


His voice was brown velvet. soft. smooth 
and glowing. I listened as though I was 
under a magic spell as he droned on. I 
didn’t care what they said about Chris. Te 
me he was love, romance, the winds from 
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far away places wafting incense and spices 
and perfumes over the deadly dullness of 
my hum-drum existence. 


MET HIM the next day as I walked 

the winding dirt path that led from the 
school. I knew that it was not an accident 
and that he had deliberately planned to 
meet me. Maybe we had both planned it, 
for I was looking forward to seeing him 
again. 

He started walking toward the deep 
woodland and I followed him, struggling 
to keep up with his long strides. He 
would go on a little way and then wait 
for me to catch up with him. After awhile 
we came to a clearing, the trees surround- 
ing the area were tall and mighty and the 
sun flashed through in streaks that dap- 
pled the green forest floor with red and 
gold. Grass and leaves and wild growing 
things cushioned the earth beneath our 
feet. The air was pungent with green, and 
wild flowers grew rampant everywhere. 

Chris turned to me. “This is my place, 
[| wanted to share it with you . . . do you 
like it?” 

“I love it.” 

We sat there lost in the beauty of our 
surroundings. I questioned nothing. it 
seemed right that I should be there—that 
we should be there. This was rest and 
home coming. 

“Chris. this is the first time—the first 
time I’ve ever had a date with a fellow.” 

He expressed no surprise. “Yes.” he 
said. “I’m glad it’s with me and I’m 
glad it’s here. We’ve known so much lone- 
liness, you’re the first person who hasn’t 
been a stranger. Seems I’ve known you all 
the time. forever and always. This place 
is yours. Lila.” 

Away in the distance. I heard two sharp 
gunshots. “Hunters.” he said. “I hate 
hunting season, all the little wild ones 
get frightened and run for hiding. I get 
frightened too and scared of being alone 
and lost. It’s so hard to know anything 
about yourself or the things that frighten 
you. and there’s no place to run.” 

I was to remember his words for a long 
time after. But there in the woods I un- 
burdened myself and spoke to him of all 
the things that troubled me. I told him 
about my father and John and all of the 
unhappiness that had pierced me. He was 
understanding. 

“Lila, people have everything all planned 
out, everyone is in step and things suit 
them quite well. But I don’t fit, maybe 
you don’t either.” 

There in the seclusion of the forest his 
words were profound. I wanted time to 
stand still and never move from that mo- 
ment of utter escape—or what seemed es- 
cape. 

Tenderly he kissed my hands and then 
found my lips. My first kiss! It was sweet, 
burning. and my _ heart quickened with 
new-found joy. My passion was a raving 
hunger that could not be fed. a thirst 
that could not be quenched. There was 


no resistance. no struggle. I gave myself 
fully. whole-heartedly, hungrily. There in 
that great outdoor room with the sky for 
a ceiling. the grass for our bed, I drank 
deep from the well-spring of love. No 
caution, no cares. I abandoned myself in 
the Garden of Eden. The choking sweet- 
ness of him as we drifted back through 
the years to the day when we lived in 
caves and there was nothing but man, 
woman, and nature driving toward her own 
fulfillment. My tears mingled with his as 
he murmured in my ear. 
“Lonely . . . lonely 
We were one. magically one, blending our 
pain, joy and hurt into one glad song 
of rejoicing. My heart soared on the wings 
ofabird... 


. . never again.” 


"N THE COLD LIGHT of the next day, 
shame and remorse swept over me. I 
had been as bad and wicked as any com- 
mon woman. I knew that my eyes could 
never meet his. This man had seen a part 
of me that I never knew existed. I took an- 
other path home from the schoolhouse. As 
I reached the farmhouse. Mr. and Mrs. Wil- 
liams were out on the front porch excitedly 
talking to two strangers. I was sorry that 
people were around. I wanted to go to 
my room. draw the shutters and be com- 
pletely and utterly alone. 

Mr. Williams called out to me. “Bad 
news, terrible accident in the forest this 
afternoon.” 

My breath caught in my throat as I 
stammered. 

““What—what is it?” 

One of the strangers wore a silver badge 
on his coat. He tipped his hat to me. 
“A boy was killed. a hunting accident.” 

Quick tears welled in my eyes. I knew 
even before Mrs. Williams said the words. 
“Chris. the hunters shot him—was an ac- 
cident.” 

I don’t know how I got past them after 
mouthing surface words of regret, but in 
the dark of my room I gave vent to the 
fullness of my grief, sobbing “Chris, Chris, 
Chris!” 

The family came up again that next 
Sunday. Papa led me back to the car. 
“We're not going to spend the day. Lila. 
Going to take you in to town with us. 
Of course. we'll bring you back this eve- 
ning. Something we’d like you to see.” 

I was relieved. I wanted to get away. It 
was the day that they were burying Chris. 
Numbly I got into the car. All the way 
in to town I sat on the back seat with 
John, feeling nothing, caring nothing for 
what went on around me but somehow 
managing to find answers to the casual 
questions about the weather and my work. 
Ann, mother. all of them were remote and 
far away. The car stopped in front of my 
sister Charity’s home. She met us at the 
door. her face aglow with pleasure. As I 
entered the living room dozens of voices 
rang out. “Surprise!” 

All of our friends were there. Be-rib- 
boned boxes were stacked on the table 
and the room was festooned with paper 
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streamers. I stood there dumbfounded. 
Ann whispered in my ear. “Say something, 
it’s a shower, a surprise shower.” 

Would there be no end to my grief? 
I couldn’t stop crying. My mother said: 
“She’s so happy, I’ve never seen anyone 
so overcome by a surprise party.” 

I agreed with her: “Yes, yes, it’s such 
a surprise.” 

John looked proud, but uneasy as he 
stood there, big and awkward and self- 
conscious. For the first time, I felt pity 
for him. 

The next few weeks went by on leaden 
hours, my heart heavy and dull. In school 
my children were subdued and bewildered. 
I dragged from one lesson to the next, a 
new fear nagging and eating away at my 
conscience and body. A fear that was 
all too true—I was going to become a 
mother. Deep circles traced under my 
eyes, nameless terrors clutched me day 
and night. Where to go? What to do? 
What to say? 

I saw what kind of picture would be 
drawn from my predicament. Engaged to 
one man, she went off to the country and 
became pregnant for another, a man now 
dead. And she came from such a fine 
family! A loose woman, a bad woman, 
unfit for marriage, unfit to teach children, 
unfit to live! Words and pictures flashing 
through my tired brain. So this is what 
it felt like to be wicked and bad. All my 
life I had done nothing but my father’s 
bidding and now for one crazy- moment, 
for one hour of forgetfulness, I had 
brought disgrace and ruin to myself and 
all who knew me! 

I wanted to die, for death seemed the 
only release. I contemplated using the rat 
poison Mr. Williams kept in the barn, I 
thought of drowning myself, of anything 
to escape the trap closing over my head. 
But then I would see my family and their 
accusing faces. I couldn’t add suicide to 
that endless list of sins. 

There was a high bridge over on the 
other side of the school road. I walked 
over there one day, thinking that I could 
fall, make it look like an accident. I let 
myself down on one side of the flimsy 
structure, hanging by my hands over the 
rushing waters that churned beneath me. 
\s my body hung suspended in the air, a 
million thoughts kept time with the angry 
song of the waters. Suppose I didn’t die. 
Suppose it looked like suicide anyway. My 
arms ached and the fingers became numb 
with fear as I saw the truth unfold before 
my eyes. I didn’t want to die, as bitter 
as life was at that moment, it was still 
too precious to be destroyed. Or maybe 
[ was cowardly. I pulled with all my 
might, trying to lift myself upward. One 
hand was slipping from the steel rod. I 
closed my eyes in desperate fear, forget- 
ting all else but saving my life. I swung 
out hard and my foot caught on to a 
girder. Please God, I prayed, please help 
me. Inch by inch I struggled upward 
and back into the land of the living until 
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I lay bruised, breathless and tired on the 
earth. I crept back home, darting and 
hiding in and out between the trees. I let 
myself in the back entrance of the house 
and cried until the scalding tears let me 
drop off to a restless sleep. 


OW THE DAYS began to whiz by 
with frightening speed. I didn’t know 
which way to turn, and wracked my brain 
for a way out. A faint glimmer of hope 
came to me. One day I took time out 
from school and went into town by train. 
I didn’t let my family know about this. It 
had occurred to me that there was only 
one person who had been in the same 
kind of “trouble’—Theresa, the girl John 
had been friendly with. 

She lived in a small cottage in a run- 
down section of our town. My heart was 
beating like a trip-hammer as I turned 
in the gate. Could I confide in this girl? 
She had been left alone in the time of 
her need. could I face her with my prob- 
lem? I almost turned away when she ap- 
peared in the doorway. She was dressed 





in a gay. flowered. cotton house dress, a 
little plumper than I remembered her, and 
looked fine except for the veiled hostility 
in her eyes. 

“Yes?” 

I hesitated and stumbled over the words. 


“Miss ... Mrs. ... Theresa, I’m Lila, 
do you remember me?” 
“Sure. It’s been a long time. What 


brings you all the way over here, isn’t it 
kind of out of your way?” 

She was making it very difficult. “I 
wanted to talk to you about something. 
May I come in?” 

For a moment I thought she was going 
to refuse and then her shoulders slumped 
as she heaved a great sigh. “I guess so.” 

Her little living room was cozy and rest- 
ful. I sat in an upright armchair. She 
waited for me to speak. 

“Theresa ...1....° I made up my 
mind to pretend that I was talking about 
someone else, I couldn’t face her scorn. 
“. .. 1 have a friend who is in trouble, 
she’s expecting a baby and .. . and isn’t 
married. She can’t go through with this. 
Do you know of anybody... is there 
any way that she can get out of it? I 
mean, there are people who perform oper- 
ations . . .” My face crimsoned. I sound- 
ed so awkward. Her eyes turned to steel 
as a bitter smile formed on her lips. 

“Why do you come to me for such ad- 
vice? My baby is asleep in the next 
room! What makes you think I know any- 
thing of such people or operations?” 

She paced up and down the room, un- 
leashing her pent-up venom. “I know what 
you think! I’m the fallen woman! Theresa 
is probably fast and loose since she had a 
baby out of wedlock! Theresa is no such 
thing. I'll have you know!” She blazed 
with rage. “And you needn’t lie to me! 
That’s a fine story about your friend but 
I know you're speaking about yourself! I 
detest you and your kind, Lila, you're a 
meal-mouthed, mincing coward in spite of 


your grand airs! Why don’t you go op 
and have your baby? You and John ar 
going to be married! I know why, it: 
because you're afraid of what people will 
say if the baby gets here too soon afte 
your fine wedding. Get married tonight, 
forget about the big ceremony, forget the 
gossip, have the courage of your convie. 
tions and do the right thing. I didn) 
have that kind of choice. my man ran 
out on me. But even then, I did the bes 
I could. I don’t know where you could 
get an operation. and if I knew I wouldn't 
tell you!” 

My voice was the cry of a wounded ani- 
mal. “It’s true. I am talking about my. 
self, but it isn’t vanity or fear of gossip 
—it’s not John’s baby!” I blurted out the 
truth and plummeted on before I could 
change my mind. I poured out the story, 
leaving out nothing and when I was 
through I stood there completely at her 
mercy, stripped of every vestige of pride, 
naked and ashamed before her eyes. 

I bless her to this day. She comforted 
me, consoled me. strengthened me, out of 
her own hurt and suffering. “Poor Lila, | 
know what you feel, I know your pain.” 

Her sympathy broke me down and my 
grief broke through the dam in a torrent 
of tears. 

“You must tell John, tell him every: 
thing, trusting and hoping that he will 
help you.” 

I disagreed with her. “I can’t. How 
can I look to him for help? You know, | 
wondered why he didn’t marry you. I've 
heard that he kept company with you for 
a couple of years after the baby. . .” 

She gasped her astonishment. “What! 
That isn’t true at all, not one bit of it.” 
Then, she let me in on the truth about 
this man I had never really known. “The 
guy who got me in trouble was a friend 
of his. When he ran out, John helped me 
with money. advice and encouragement. 
After the baby came, everyone dropped 
me but he came around to see that we had 
things. The only time I ever saw a movie 
or went for a car ride, John took me, but 
there was never any thought of romance. 
He was sorry for me. He’s a fine man. 
Lila, go to him. trust him, don’t deceive 
him or hurt yourself any more.” 

Each step of the way to John’s house 
was sheer torture. 

I sat with his mother, waiting for him 
to come home from work. She was cro- 
cheting as usual. I tried to make small 
talk but I must have sounded terribly dis- 
tressed. She put her needle-work aside. 
“What is the matter, Lila, something is 
wrong, what is it?” 

For the second time that day I purged 
myself of the ugly story, sparing no de- 
tail because I knew I could tell her what 
I never could say to him. You can’t face 
the man you're engaged to and tell him 
you’re pregnant for some one else. I was 
sick, wretched and miserable. And for the 
second time someone came to my rescue. 
Mrs. Elroy made me lie down. “Have you 
told your parents?” 
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“No. no,” I groaned. “I can’t, I can’t.” 

My forehead was damp with perspira- 
tion, she smoothed the hair back from my 
face. “Lila, I'll tell John. I think I can 
do it better and you've said enough for 
one day. Rest now and pray, if you can.” 

Before she left me she said one more 
thing. “Your father is a hard man, he 
hasn’t done too well by his girls.” Her 
eves were bright, but whether with tears 
or anger I couldn’t say. 


FELL ASLEEP, it was dark when I 

awoke. I felt him with me in the room 
even before I saw him in the chair by 
my bedside. 

“Lila.” His voice was calm but I didn’t 
answer. “Mother has told me how things 
are. It hurt, I know that you know that. 
But I’m wanting to marry you the same 
as we planned. If you'll be my wife, I 
want that, too. Some of this is my fault. 
['m not a man given to talk very much 
but I knew your father and how he han- 
dled things. I guess I didn’t too much 
care whether you wanted me or not. I 
only knew that I could get you if he 
agreed on the subject. That was wrong. 
I've never said it before, but I love you 
and that was the only reason I ever asked 
He broke off. tried to con- 
Oe so 


for you...” 
trol the tremble in his voice. 
be all right.” 

Gratitude flooded over me. I reached 
for his hand and kissed the work-worn 
fingertips. He took me in his arms. 
“There’s only one more thing to be said. 
You must not tell your people or any 
one else that the child is not mine... I 
don’t think I could bear that. We'll sim- 
ply tell them that we have to get married 
right away. I'll tell them.” 

We were quietly married in the next 
town. People talked about us some, but 
they never knew the real brutal truth about 
the story. The only ones who shared our 
secret were John’s mother and the girl 
who stood with me when we married— 
Theresa. 

The years have been kind and I’ve 
learned to know the deepest, truest love 
that can come to a woman. My man has 
been good, loving and the best kind of 
father to our little girl, Joan. Many times 
I have been tempted to tell my people the 
real story as it happened. but John has 
sealed my lips. I think he’s right, too, 
whenever I hear our daughter call out 
“Daddy” and fling herself into his arms 
as he enters the gate in the evening. 

The only way I can make up for the 
tragic overtones in my life is by preparing 
my daughter to live in such a way that 
she can meet life in knowledge and un- 
derstanding. I will teach her also of our 
trust and faith and try to make her days 
full of joy, laughter, and the companion- 
ship of other girls and boys. 

I am happy in the love of my wonderful 
husband. He never speaks of the past. All 
of our days lie before us. 


THE END 
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The Love I Didn’t Want 


(Continued from Page 15) 


me about a few days ago.” 

“Aw, Dad.” I'd said, “give me time. will 
you? I want time to get straightened out, 
I don’t want to get tied down to civil 
service right off the bat.” 

I couldn’t tell him the whole truth—that 
I thought I was too good to stick around 
Memphis and settle down in a dreary city 
office along with a lot of underpaid men, 
watching the clock. I was better than 


that. I was going to be a big man, a Negro | 


leader, and I was going to begin by start. 
ing at the top, right among the intellectu. 
als—the writers and the artists. Dad 
wouldn’t have understood that. He was 
too much of the average man himself. 

I was snapped out of my thoughts when 
I bumped into a man who said, “Hey, 
fella, watch where you’re going!” I wasn't 
back in Memphis anymore, talking with 
Dad. I was on the main street of Salton, 
nearing my destination. My heart leaped. 
Life was about to begin! 

I got myself settled in a small room and 
then I went out looking for a job to help 
pay my expenses. After a day or two of 
hunting, I found exactly what I wanted— 
a job driving an excursion bus for sight- 
seers. It was an ideal setup because it 
left me with every evening free. 

Within a week. I had gotten myself in 
the artistic crowd. I got an introduction 
to Jacob Mason, the great Negro sculptor. 
who lived in a big, ramshackle house about 
two miles north of the main part of town. 
He invited me to a get-together at his 
house, and I accepted. 

The affair was all that I had hoped it 
would be. Mason’s house was crowded 
with famous people, Negro and white. 
There was a couple of best-selling writers. 
a famous Negro singer, a rising young 
politician who was “taking a vacation from 
the hallowed halls of state.” and many 
attractive women from Sugar Hill and 
Park Avenue. To me, this was a dream 
setup. 

Mason dominated the party, and he had 
all the women making eyes at him. He 
was a great bull of a man with a barrel 
chest, hands that looked as if they could 
tear a mountain apart, and a massive head 
with a black beard. He must have been 
close to 50, but he looked as if he could 
lift a horse with one arm. When he 
laughed, the whole house shook. 

\ beautiful young girl with long, golden 
hair was following him all over the place. 
but he wasn’t paying much attention to 
her. I was told that she was one of the 
current crop of New York debutantes. She 
looked as though she’d sell her soul to get 

to Jacob Mason. 

I talked with Mason for a while—until 
a couple of the women cut in on the con- 
versation. Then I decided to wander 
around and see who, and what, I had 
missed. 

I hadn't gone 10 steps before I noticed. 
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sitting on a huge pillow in a dim corner 
of the room, the most beautiful girl on 
earth. She was wearing a simple dress of 
light yellow, bare at the shoulders and 
setting off perfectly the rich bronze tones 
of her skin. Her face was striking—with 
its cute little nose, just a bit snubbed. 
Her eves were large, like those of a wound- 
ed animal. Her hair was cut short and 
parted like a man’s—except that it looked 
as if it were made of liquid ebony. 

I got a couple of drinks from the bar 
and walked over to her. I held out a 
She looked up, but she shook 


glass to her. 
That left me at odd 


her head negatively. 


ends. 
“Well.” I fumbled, “that broke the ice 
anyway.” I sat down on the floor beside 


her. “You look sort of lonely.” 

“I’m not lonely,” she said. “I’m used 
to being alone much of the time.” 

“My name’s Bill Evans. Can I ask 
yours?” I felt like a 10-year-old with 
his first girl. I had always thought I had 
a pretty smooth line, but with this girl I 
had to throw it away and start at zero. 

“My name’s Tanya.” 

“No last name?” I asked. 

She shook her head—no. 

“Not around here, Mr. Evans. Tanya’s 
my professional name. Back in Memphis, 
I've got another name. But’—she sighed 
—“I’m nearly two thousand miles from 
there.” 

“I’m a Memphis boy myself, but I’m 
just as glad as can be not to be there 
right now. I—” 

I was about to try to get an “old-home- 
week” conversation going—you know, all 
about Memphis and how it had happened 
that I’d never met her, and such—when 
a hand settled on my shoulder. I looked 
up and there was Jacob Mason, grinning 
down at me. 

“Got someone for you to meet, Bill,” 
he said. Turning to Tanya, he asked: 
“Mind if I borrow Bill for a while?” 

She didn’t mind, but I wished she had. 
I didn’t want to leave her just when we 
were getting acquainted—but since it was 
Mason’s party, I couldn’t very well refuse 
to go with him. 

He led me into another huge room and 
it didn’t take long for me to see what he 
had in mind. She was voluptuous, a bit 
hard-looking, and she was already sur- 
rounded by a dozen men. Mason barged 
right into the middle of the group, me 
In tow. 

“Marge,” he said, introducing us, “this 
is Bill Evans, a new friend of mine. Bill 
—Marge McMillan.” 

Instantly, the name rang a bell. Marge 
MeMillan. She had been in the news 
hundreds of times. Her first husband had 
been a famous boxer. Her second was a 
white man. Her third . . . well, I wasn’t 
sure if there had been a third. She looked 
her reputation, too. She was a slender 
woman with wide hips, full breasts and 
smooth, golden skin. Her blue-grey tinted 
hair was piled high on her head. She 
looked like the queen of some ancient 


kingdom. a queen who kept men as slaves. 
When she laughed, every man in the room 
turned to look at her. 

I talked with her for a while and then, 
getting a little sick of being one among 
the dozen of men hanging around, I de- 
cided to go back and find Tanya. 

But she was gone. 

“What happened to Tanya?” I asked 
Mason a few minutes later. 

“She always goes home early,” 
“She’s a strange girl, but very beautiful. 
as the model for my new 


he said. 


I’m using her 
statue.” 

And that was as far as that conversation 
went. Mason’s blonde debutante practi- 
cally pried herself between us. Mason 
seemed a bit annoyed, but there wasn’t 
much he could do about it. 


YY BEN I WENT HOME that night, my 

head was spinning with the excitement 
of the party and the thought of Tanya. 
The next day it rained, so I quit driving 
the bus early and went back to Mason’s 
studio. 

At first it seemed empty, but after mo- 
seying around, I found Tanya in the kitch- 
en, where she was making coffee. She was 
cool and detached, but after an awkward 
start we began talking about Mason’s 
sculpture. 

“Tf you’re his model, you haven’t proven 
it,” I said. “I haven’t seen your statue.” 

She laughed and. coffee cup in hand, 
led me into the main downstairs room. 
There, on a wooden base in the corner, 
was a peculiar figure. life size. but looking 
like a half-finished marionette made of 
clay and wire. I didn’t know what to say. 

Tanya noticed my expression. 

“Don’t look so startled,” she said, laugh- 
ing. “He’s hardly begun to work on it. 
He starts with a wire framework and 
builds up the clay over that. It won't 
begin to look even half human for a 
couple more days.” 

I mumbled something unintelligible and 
Tanya laughed again. Then she started to 
show me some of the other statues in the 
room. We hadn’t gone far, though, when 
the front door opened, and Mason came 
stomping into the room, bellowing a sea 
chant. 

“Sorry to be late, Tanya,” he said. “Bill, 
my boy, come to admire my work?” 

“Very nice, sir.” I said. I was sort of 
scared of him—he was so famous and so 
cock sure. 

“Well.” Mason said, “I can’t very well 
do a bad job, what with the most beautiful 
model in the world. How about it, Tanya? 
Shall we get started? Only two hours 
before supper.” 

Tanya nodded and reached for the zip- 
per at the side of her skirt. As she did, 
she gave me a look which said better than 
any words that it was time for me to be 
on my way. I said a quick goodbye and 
left. 

I didn’t return that night, 
thought that would have been abusing 


because I 
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Mason’s hospitality. But two days later, 
I showed up again. As usual, the house 
was crowded. 

When I thought no one was looking, I 
slipped into the studio and flipped on the 
lights. I had to see how the statue of 
lanya was coming along. 

It was beginning to take shape. You 
wouldn’t have recognized her from it, but 
it was beginning to look like a woman. I 
stood in front of it for a moment, and 
then I heard a throaty laugh behind me. 
[ spun around. It was Marge. She had 
glass in her hand. 

“You like women, don’t you?” she asked. 
I nodded—yes. She winked and closed 
the door. 

I stayed there a minute more, then re- 
turned to the main party, looking for 
Tanya. I should have known that she 
would be gone. 

This was like the first night all over 
again. For a while, I paced around among 
all those laughing, talking people, and 
then I caught Marge’s eye. She beckoned 
me to come and sit beside her. 

“Tell me about yourself,” she said, a 
sudden seriousness in her voice, as she 
waved away a couple of men who tried 
to break in on us. “What are your plans? 
| think you are a very serious young man.” 

I took a good look at her to make sure 
she wasn’t kidding me. and then, once I 
was convinced. I told her the story of my 
life and of my ambitions for the future. 
She listened solemnly. and when I had 
finished she slipped her hand in mine. 

“I like serious young men,” she whis- 


a 


pered. 

Well, that was all there was to it. I 
went home that night. sort of sad because 
fanya had disappeared on me for the sec- 
ond time. but sort of happy. too, because 
\large had listened to me. I was all mixed- 
up inside. I knew that Tanya was a woman 
in a million—and darned hard to get. 
\large—well, she was a different story. She 
might have a bad reputation as a playgirl, 
but I couldn’t help but like her. 

Still, I kept after Tanya, and over the 
days began to know her better. She was 
a very strange girl. with a lot of bitter- 
ness in her soul. Bitterness that I might 
be able to heal. if only she’d let me. I 
couldn’t kid myself. I was falling for her 
hard. 

One night we sat on Warren’s Pier, 
looking out over the bay with the moon 
rising full. 

“I don’t know. Bill.” Tanya whispered 
as she dangled her legs over the edge of 
the pier. “I want more out of life than 
what I’ve found. Being a sculptor’s model 
sounded glamorous at first. but ’ve found 
it’s not enough. I get awfully sick of sit- 
ting around with no clothes on.” 

“Isn't Jacob interested in you?” I asked 
cautiously. “He might find you some other 
( areer.” 

“No.” she said, shaking her head gently. 
He’s not interested in me in any way 
except as a model, if that’s what you 
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mean. He’s never even made a pass at 
me. Oh. he’s had lots of women. but they’re 
all experienced ones. And, Bill. I have a 
confession to make.” 

She rested her head on my shoulder. 
My heart began pounding wildly: 

“Go ahead Tanya. You can tell me.” 

“That’s just it, ‘Tanya.’ A nice-sound- 
ing name. but back in Memphis I’m known 
as Susan Allen. Little Susie! Isn’t it ro- 
mantic?” 

There was a note of bitterness in her 
voice. 

“T like both names,” I murmured. “Susie 
for everyday use, Tanya when we're ro- 
mantic.” 

And she went on to tell me of her 
poverty-stricken childhood, how she had 
fought for every day of her education in 
Memphis, how she’d scraped up the money 
to take art lessons and had finally become 
a model after she had decided she could 
never make enough to live on as an artist. 

“T’ve been everywhere. I’ve done every- 
thing I ever wanted to, Bill.” she went on, 
“but I’m not satisfied. There’s a great long- 
ing inside of me. I guess nothing but a 
husband, a home and children will satisfy 
me now. Everything else is sham and tin- 
sel.” 

“You could marry me. Tanya.” I said, 
surprised at my own boldness. I’d been 
thinking the words, of course, but I'd 
never dreamed they’d come right out—not 
so soon. 

She sat up straight and turned her head 
so her great dark eyes were fixed on mine. 

Even in the dim light I could see the 
sadness in them. 

“No. Bill, it would never work. You're 
very nice but you’re a drifter. just like I 
am. We'd be a fine pair. We both talk 
big. but we spend our time hanging around 
Jacob Mason and his intellectual friends. 
We haven’t got lives of our own.” 

“No. Tanya. you’ve got me all wrong,” I 
cried desperately. “I’m not drifting. I’m 
meeting all sorts of people here—people 
who will help my career. Influential 
friends are the most important thing in 
the world.” 

She didn’t reply, so gently I leaned over 
and kissed her on the lips. A million 
stars exploded in my brain. 

For an instant the ecstasy lasted: then 
she pulled away. 

“T think I'd better be getting home,” 
she murmured. I didn’t try to argue. I 
pulled her to her feet and we walked 
slowly back to her boarding house. 

“This isn’t goodbye, is it?” I asked as 
she turned her key in the front door. 

“T’ll be modeling for Jacob for at least 
another week, Bill.” she replied. 

“Then what?” I asked. feeling 
crawl up and down my spine. 

“T don’t know. Bill. I really don’t.” 

The door was open. I started to walk 
away. but then I stopped. turned and spoke 


fear 


once more: 
“Tell me. Tanya. 
of a chance with you?” 


Have I got a ghost 


“T can't let myself fall in love with you 
Bill. It would be bad for both of us.” 

For an instant more she stood there. her 
eyes enormous in the light of a nearby 
street lamp. I tried to kiss her again. but 
she slipped away and the door shut gently 
in my face. 


i FELT terribly lonely as I walked the 

six blocks back to my lodgings. I had 
to face facts—I wasn’t getting anywhere 
with Tanya. She didn’t understand me. She 
couldn’t seem to understand that if I were 
going to amount to something in the world 
I'd have to begin by meeting a lot of im. 
portant people. Make contacts, as they 
called it in the business world. 

In a few months, when the summer sea- 
son was over at Salton, I’d go to New York 
or Chicago and really settle down. Maybe 
I'd get a scholarship to law school, or go 
into politics or write a book. Something 
important, anyway. 

It took me a long, long time to get to 
sleep that night... . 

During the next couple of days I kept 
after Tanya. but I managed to get her 
alone only once. That was on the back 
veranda of Jacob Mason’s house overlook- 
ing the sea. A fresh easterly breeze was 
ruffling her lovely hair. 

“You could change your mind about 
me, Tanya,” I said. “Why not?” 

She smiled sadly and shook her head. 
The answer was in her eyes. 

I was about to say something more. to 
keep on arguing with her when a lump 
rose in my throat. I was suddenly over- 
come with bitterness and frustration. | 
turned my head away. She shouldn’t see 
the look in my eyes. 

“Do you want me to leave you alone?” 
she murmured in a wonderfully soft voice. 
She understood perfectly, this time. She 
knew how ashamed I was of losing control 
of myself. I was raging mad inside. but it 
wasn’t at her. It was at life for treating 
me this way. for keeping us apart. 

I stood there, quivering all over. until 
I heard the screen door click shut. Then 
suddenly I ran down the back stairs to 
the beach. Out on the soft sand I raced 
at top speed back towards town. I was 
trying to run away from myself, run away 
from life. 

When finally I dropped on the sand. 
exhausted. nothing had changed. Life had 
to go on as it had before. I lay there 
until two kids with buckets and tiny shov- 
els came past and started to throw sand 
on me. That was too much. I picked 
myself up. brushed off the sand and walked 
off the beach and into town. 

There was nothing left to do but keep 
at my job and try to forget Tanya. A 
couple of days went past, and then I got 
back to my boarding house at five one 
afternoon to find a note on my dresser 
saying that a Mrs. McMillan had called 
and would I call her back as soon as pos 
sible. 

I went around the corner to a drug store 
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(my landlady always listened in on the ex- 
tension) and called Marge. Her voice was 
soft and low as she asked me to come and 
see her right away. She had something 
yery important to tell me. she said. 

A week earlier I wouldn’t have thought 
of going. Now I was too bitter and con- 
fused not to. I had a pretty good idea 
of what Marge had in mind but now, with 
my world gone to smash, why shouldn't 
I take what I could She knew 
almost everybody who counted in Harlem. 

Twenty minutes later a pretty, golden- 
haired maid opened the front door to 
Marge McMillan’s summer house on Spy- 
glass Hill. She led me up the wide stair- 
case and I couldn’t help but admire the 
way her hair, caught in a golden horse- 
tail. swung like a pendulum as she walked 
up the steps. Marge made it a point to 
have good looking white people as her 
personal servants. 

The maid led me into a large. semi-en- 
closed porch on the second floor. Marge 
was at the far end, lying on a chaise 
lounge, and looking as if she was about 
to play tennis. She was wearing a haltered 
dress of brilliant scarlet. 

“Get Mr. Ellison a drink. Katrina.” she 
said. “and I can stand a refill. As a matter 
of fact, better make it a pitcher full this 
time.” 

Katrimta nodded and walked 
room. Marge motioned to a chair, and I 
sat down. We chatted for a moment, and 
then Katrina came back with a large sil- 
ver pitcher on a tray. 

After she had filled both glasses. Marge 
told her to go; and shut the door after her. 

“T thought you’d come.” Marge said. as 
soon as the door had slammed shut. “As 
a matter of fact, I was sure you’d come.” 

I didn’t say anything. She had hit a 
sore spot. I just sat there admiring her 
beautiful body. I stayed silent while she 
talked along for a while. Finally she tossed 
her head and looked me straight in the 
eye: 

“You’re an ambitious boy, Bill, aren’t 
you?” 

“You ought to know that. Marge.” 

“Well, then, to come to the point. and 
not to mince matters—I always talk frank- 
ly— I think I can give you something you 
want.” 

She went on to explain that she was 
driving to New York for a week. She 
would take me along with her if I were 
interested. 

“I can guarantee you'll 
in the papers. You'll get introduced to 
people who make the Salton crowd look 
smalltown. Anyone you want to meet. name 
them and I'll see that you get introduced. 
I always get exactly what I want.” She 
smiled to herself. 

I sat there looking at her. She was 
absolutely right; she always got what she 
wanted. In this case it happened to be 
me. Oh, it was flattering in a way. I was 
to be her new man for a week or so, after 
Which I would be discarded. But she was 


get? 


from the 


get your tace 





Got Relief from Burning Misery of 


ITCHY HANDS 


“TI work at a service station where my 
hands take a beating from gasoline, oil 
and grease. They used to sting and itch 
and become almost raw from irritation 
until I heard about Black and White 
Ointment. I started using it regularly. 
Now I have no trouble with the itching, 
burning misery and am glad to recom- 
mend this wonderful ointment.” 













John Ruffin 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, eczema, simple 
ringworm. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size only 35¢, and you get 4% times as 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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TRIAL 


SEND NO MONEY! 


YOU can be just as happy and successful as the 
exceptional Blair Dealers above—and I'll help 
you prove it for yourself! I'll send you a val- 
uable Kit filled with full-sized Blair Products 
worth $2.40, retail value, selected from the vast 
Blair Line of over 200 important household 
products (Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics, etc.) 
every home needs and uses every day of the 
year. Show friends, neighbors and relatives in 
full time or spare time, and see how quickl 
they order from you. YOU MAKE BIG 
PROFITS on everything you sell. 


MAIL COUPON NOW FORFULL-SIZE PRODUCTS 


SEND NO MONEY! Simply paste coupon on 
2c postcard or mail in an envelope. We'll rush 
$2.40 worth of valuable full-size products for 
FREE TRIAL, plus big FREE Catalog of en- 
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complete Money-Making Plans. No experience 
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willing to pay. in my kind of coin. And 
with Tanya gone. why not? 

“All right.” I replied. “Vll go. As a 
matter of fact, it’s just what I’ve been 
looking for.” 

“Good.” she smiled. “I knew you would.” 

(nd with that she sat up on the chaise 
lounge. knocking over her glass as she did. 

“Besides.” she said huskily “I knew Tan- 
ya couldn’t hold you. She isn’t a real, 
full-blooded woman.” 

“Oh yes she is.” I put in, with a quick 
flash of anger. 

Marge laughed and fumbled with the 
straps of her halter. 

“I’m just as beautiful as she is. Don’t 
vou believe it? Look for yourself.” 

\nd she began slowly to remove the 
halter. revealing soft. bronze flesh. I stood 
ip. my heart pounding. and stepped towards 
her. Her lips were half-parted, expect- 
ntly. 

Then I noticed her eyes. They were 
vlazed. almost like a madwoman’s. Some- 
thing snapped inside of me. 

The sight of the half-drunken Marge 
\feMillan suddenly showed me, in terrible 
larity. in the fraction of a second. just 
vhat a fool I had been all summer long. 

I was allowing a half-drunken woman 
to use me as a plaything for her immoder- 
ite lusts. I was just a moth circling about 
her flame. And Tanya had been absolutely 
right. I had been nothing more than a 
drifter hanging around a lot of people just 
because they were rich or important or 
well-known. I wasn’t their kind, but I 
had deceived myself in thinking that know- 
ing them was a substitute for doing some- 
ing worthwhile on my own. I had been 
running away from life. Running away 
rom myself. My duty was to go back 
o my hometown and face life headon. 
lake that job in the Welfare Bureau and 
lo my best to help my fellow Americans. 
Then. maybe, if I had done a good job I 
ould hold my head high and be proud 


l 
ft 


vf myself... 

“What's the matter. Bill?” Marge asked, 
seeing the hard stare in my eyes. 

“I'm not going to go with you after all,” 
[ said calmly. 

“What?” she snapped. “You wouldn’t 
lare back out.” 

“Il would,” I cried. “I’m going back to 
Tanya.” 

With that she lunged at me and I caught 
her wrists just as she was about to claw 
iy face with her long crimson nails. We 
truggled wildly, and she screamed at me 
vith the vilest language I had ever heard 
from a woman’s lips. Finally I succeeded 
n pushing her back onto the chaise lounge, 
ind as she lay there half-naked, weeping 
ind cursing, I walked quickly out of the 
room, 

lhe minute the cooler outside air struck 

face. my sanity returned and I realized 

| would have to be quick about finding 
Tanya. Why, she might already be on 
her way back to Memphis, I thought sor- 
owfully, 


iA 


HITCHED a ride back into town and 

then took a taxi to Jacob Mason’s 
house. She might just be there. I burst 
into the studio and found Jacob sitting 
there. staring at the statue of Tanya. 


“There it is, Billy boy,” he said. “My 
masterpiece.” 
He was absolutely right. It was the 


statue of a goddess, made by a god. It 
was so beautiful I could hardly stand it. 

“Where is she?” I asked breathlessly. 

“She said goodbye to me about two hours 
ago,” he replied. “She was going back to 
her place to pack. and then she was going 
to take the 7:15 back to New York and 
from there back to Memphis.” 

I glanced at my wrist watch: 6:35. Less 
than an hour to find her. Jacob understood 
my thoughts. 

“Come on, boy,” he said. “We'll get 
my car. We’ve got time to make it!” 

We dashed out to the car and raced 
towards town over the narrow winding 
roads at sixty miles an hour. I craned my 
neck out the window as we swung into the 
parking lot in front of the station. 

Yes—a slender figure was perched on a 
trunk on the platform. 

“Good luck, son,” Jacob said, extending 
his hand. I shook it and leaped from the 
car. He drove slowly off. Swellest guy in 
the world, I thought. 

I scrambled down the wooden platform 
and Tanya turned her head to look at me. 
A faint smile played over her lips, but 
there was perplexity in her eyes. 

“You're absolutely right,” I said, seizing 
her tiny hands in mine. “I’ve just realized 
it.” 

“T’m what?” she asked. “I don’t quite 
follow .. .” 

“Come on,” I said, laughing at my own 
haste. “We’ve got a little time. We'll get 
some coffee in the waiting room and I'll 
explain.” 

I helped her down off the trunk and 


led her to the lunch counter. Then, talking 
furiously, I explained what had come over 
me—how I had suddenly realized that it 
was my duty to go back to Memphis and 
carve out a career for myself the hard way, 

“T’m going back there next week, as soon 
as I wind up my job with the bus com. 
pany. And I want to take you back as my 
wife. We could .. .” 

The public address system drowned out 
my last words. 

“New York Express arriving on Track 
2.” it bellowed. 

Tanya started to pull her hand out of 
mine. 

“No.” I said. seizing it again. “What 
I was trying to say was that we could 
get married here in Salton before we start 
back. Your ticket’s good for 30 days. You 
don’t have to leave today. Then we can 
leave together on the same train. Next 
week.” 

I was shouting over the noise of the train 
as it pulled into the station. 

“T can’t promise you riches, Tanya.” 

She moved a little closer to me. I slipped 
my arm about her waist. Her eyes were 
misty. 

“All aboard,” the conductor 
*A-1-1-] aboar-r-r-rd!” 

Our lips met as the engine started puff- 
ing and the cars began grinding and clank- 
ing as they rolled slowly out of the station. 

When our embrace ended, the station 
was quiet and almost empty. 

“Darling.” she murmured. “Darling. 
This is what I’ve been looking for all these 
years. Now I’ve found it.” 

“Life isn’t going to be easy, Tanya—but 
we'll face it. come what may.” 

The counterman grinned: “Hey, you 
two missed your train. Won’t be another 
one until tomorrow.” 

“We'll catch another train some other 
time,” I said to him. 


shouted. 


THE END 





Can Your Child Play Alone? 
(Continued from Page 39) 


chose books which could be read aloud. 
Mrs. T. listened as Peggy read to her be- 


fore dinner and just before bedtime. 
Gradually, Peggy’s reading speed in- 
¢ Sol 5 I 


creased and her vocabulary grew. She no 
longer needed to read aloud and preferred 
the quiet of her own room, away from baby 
brother and the usual matinee TV _ pro- 
gram. She became more sure of herself 
during class discussion and earned better 
grades through the new world of books. 

Unlike Peggy, Philip B., age 9, had self- 
confidence and initiative but did not ever 
seem able to channel his energies. His 
world was out of doors, with fire trucks 
and jet planes. He had two older brothers 
and a younger sister. At times he preferred 
to be alone but had no hobbies or inter- 
ests to occupy him inside the home. 

One day he asked his mother: “How 
can I become a policeman?” Mrs. B. knew 
that he wanted to visit the police station 


and took him there to meet the police chief. 
When he returned home, he had many 
questions still unanswered. His mother rec- 
ognized Philip’s genuine interest and sug- 
gested he begin a scrap book to illustrate 
the many duties of a policeman. 

Philip began to write letters to police 
chiefs in neighboring cities and to detec- 
tive agencies. His scrap book of clippings 
grew to include miniature badges and a 
variety of information concerning a police- 
man’s life. His simple question had turned 
into an enjoyable, informative hobby. 

There are many children like Peggy and 
Philip who need only a simple push in the 
direction of acquiring the ability to enjoy 
independent play. Self-reliance learned at 
an early age will help your child mature 
to a healthy, self-disciplined adult. By 
helping your child find his own distinct 
recreational expression, he will be better 
equipped to take his place in society. 
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Why Wait For Marriage? 


(Continued from Page 27) 


mer and I remember how still the night 
was and how the moonlight softened ev- 
erything and even turned the old junk 
we were sitting in into something special. 
Without speaking, we turned to each other 
and traded hot. eager kisses. But this time, 
something strange and exciting happened 
when we embraced. The blood raced 
through my body and a deep, powerful 
longing made my heart ache. 

I felt that I wanted to press myself 
so close to Jimmy that a part of me would 
go with him when he left, and I wanted 
to make him know how much I loved him 
and how much I would miss him. 

“Ellie . . . Ellie!” he whispered fierce- 
ly, and held me so tight I could barely 
breathe. Suddenly, I was frightened by 
the powerful emotions that swept over us. 
I drew back from Jimmy’s demanding kiss- 
es, closed my ears to his pleading. “No, 
Jimmy, we mustn’t!” I protested. “Don’t 
spoil things.” 

“Why, darling, why?” 

“We've got to wait, Jimmy,” I told him. 
“We've got to.” 

And I repeated the things my mother 
had told me a thousand times, the warn- 
ings she had pounded into my head. But 
even as I said them I wasn’t quite sure 
that I really believed them. Why must 
we wait? What was bad about the way 
Jimmy and I felt about each other, I asked 
myself. 

For a long time, Jimmy said nothing. 
then he got out of the car and said, “Come 
on, I'll walk you home.” 

I fell in step beside him, trying to think 
of something to say, but I felt that if I 
opened my mouth I'd bust out bawling. 
At my front door, we stood looking at each 
other. I reached up and pulled his mouth 
Then I turned and ran 


down to mine. 


inside. 


DIDN’T see Jimmy again before he 

left, and all the time he was in basic 
training I got only one postcard from him. 
At first I was angry because he didn’t 
write more often and hurt 
hadn’t come to say goodbye before ship- 
ping out. But knowing Jimmy, I realized 
that he was probably ashamed of the way 
he had acted that last night we were to- 
gether. But there was no need for him 
to feel ashamed. I wanted to give him all 
my love, wanted desperately to share a 
moment we could both hold close to our 
hearts during the long, lonely months we 
would be apart. I wanted to tell him that 
no matter what my mother said about wait- 
ing, we would be married as soon as he 
got back home. But I never got the chance. 

Jimmy contracted pneumonia on ma- 
neuvers and died in an Army hospital. 
Mrs. Smith came over with the awful news 


because he 









look in your 


and see your hair 
lovely as fashion 
means tt to be! 


Today, gorgeous new hair color és 
fashion... and today, you can look 
in your mirror and see the same 
glowing, lustrous color chosen by 
models like this famous beauty here! 
Yes, with Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring, you can give your hair 
exquisite new color, long-lasting, 
natural-looking color...easy as 
1-2-3! 

Remember—Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring is the famous, dependable 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 
Get it at your favorite cosmetic 
counter—today—and see your hair 
lovely as fashion means it to be! 





18 exquisite 
shades 





Just \ | \ 
follow these 
3 easy steps 














3. After color has de- 
veloped, shampoo hair 
again and set in your 
favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy's 
Larieuse with handy 
applicator included in 
package. 


J. Shampoo hair thor- 
oughly. As it dries, mix 
Godefroy's Larieuse 
as directed. 


| Yoefroy MFG. CO. 3510 OLIVE ST.LOUIS 3, MO. 
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» morning, her eyes puffed and tearful. 
[ was so overcome that I was sick for a 
eek, refusing to go out of the house or 
anybody. It seemed that the bottom 
d fallen out of the whole world and 
it life was no longer worth living. 
But time, as they say. heals all wounds 
d I guess when you’re young sorrow and 
rtbreak mercifully fade into memory 
re easily than when you're older. The 
ng that stayed fresh in my mind was 
feeling of regret that Jimmy and I had 
een cheated out of our right to happiness. 
Our love had been real and honest, some- 
fine and good. Yet. because of a 
ide of conduct handed to us by adults 
ho didn’t understand, Jimmy died with- 
t having known love. 
[This was all I could think of. Even 
mmy’s face gradually grew blurry in my 
nd. but my distrust of grownups and 
heir hypocrisy grew stronger day by day. 
seemed that they were always saying, 
Don’t do as I do, do as I say.” I found 
ere were other kids my age who watched 
way our elders behaved and wanted 
know why we should act any differently. 
[ also found that it was not just the 
ehborhood we lived in that turned boys 
| girls into cynical know-it-alls. When 
Dad finally sold our house and we moved 
t to Ferndale, the kids I met there were 
ing the very same things as those in our 
| neighborhood. The only difference was 
in the suburbs the kids had more 
1ey to spend and had cars to run around 
\lost of them were college students, 
inderneath they were just as confused 
d scared and defiant as the so-called un- 
rp! iv ileged kids. 
[he Stuarts were the social leaders in 
rndale and when I became friends with 
daughter. Celia, Mom thought sure 
hat I was in with a “good” crowd. She 
er knew how wrong she was. If any- 
e, Celia and her friends were more 
xed-up than even I. Not all of them 
id been through an experience like mine. 
[any of them didn’t bother to try to figure 
igs out. But all of that bunch was find- 
fault with the teaching of their parents. 
Celia was even more bitter than I was. 
he did everything she was big enough to 
lo. I sometimes got the impression that 
parents knew what was going on, but 
re afraid to interfere with their spoiled 
rat of a daughter. When the Stuarts were 
Celia used their house for all sorts 
wild parties. When Celia was allowed 
invite some of her girl friends up to 
heir summer cottage. the boys always 
sund out about it and drove up later to 
yin the fun. 
[ had never been to their country place, 
it I had heard all about how the liquor 
lowed and how couples paired off and 
lipped away to be alone. 
“They do it,” Celia once said when we 
ere discussing our parents, “so why 
houldn’t we? The grownups are always 
ipping about what not to do, well, what 
an we do, I’d like to know?” 
=6 


“Nothing—according to them,” I said 
bitterly. 

Celia nodded. “You lost the boy you 
loved.” she said, “and my mother plans 
to marry me off to practically any man, 
as long as his job and social position 
meet with her approval. Well, I say we 
should have our fun while we can!” 

Phil was one of the fellows in Celia’s 
bunch who started dating me. Mom con- 
sidered him a wonderful boy, and he was. 
although I knew that he felt exactly like 
Celia and the others. 

“You only live once, baby,” Phil would 
say to me. “so let’s get with it!” 

It was Phil who finally persuaded me 
to go along with Celia on her next trip 
to the country. He told me that he and 
the other fellows would come up to spend 
the day with us at the beach. “After that,” 
he said with a wink, “who knows what 
will happen!” 

We both knew darn well what would 
happen then. But I knew that to turn 
down Celia’s invitation for any reason at 
all would brand me as “chicken.” I'd 
never again be one of the gang. More 
than anything else. I needed friends. My 
mother was kind and well-meaning, but 
she didn’t have the faintest idea what was 
happening in the world. I remember how 
shocked she was when she read last spring 
about the big fuss in a wealthy New York 
suburb. 

The newspaper story told of a high 
school graduating class in Westchester 
County that had voted to serve beer at the 
prom in June. The kids suggested that the 
parents act as bartenders at the party to 
keep things from getting out of hand. They 
pointed out that there would be drinking 
anyway. so why not at the prom? Accord- 
ing to the news item, most of the parents 
—who were pretty heavy drinkers them- 
selves—were in favor of beer for the grad- 
uating teen-agers. 

“What’s this world coming to?” Mom 
gasped when she read the article. “Every 
one of those youngsters needs a good pad- 
dling!” 

“There you go. blaming the kids.” I said. 
“This is 1956. Mom!” 

“Makes no difference,” she said sharply. 
“Children these days are acting so grown- 
up it’s a shame. Why, this article says 
there are 18.000 alcoholics in that county 
and that includes girls and boys 16 years 
old. Thank goodness there’s no such car- 
rying on here in Ferndale!” 

I didn’t argue with her. But that news- 
paper story set me thinking. It seemed 
that there were a lot of other kids who 
were rebelling against the old-fashioned 
customs of their parents. And it seemed 
that it made no difference where they lived 
or whether they were rich or poor, white 
or colored. But knowing that I wasn’t the 
only 18-year-old girl who had problems 
didn’t help me solve my own. 


WAS lying across the bed, deep in 
thought, when Aunt Marie arrived. “Hi, 


Sugar,” she said, setting the bag she’d 
brought me on the floor. “I hear you’re a 
real society girl now.” 

“Hello, Aunt Marie.” I said, sitting up 
and giving her a weak smile. 

“Say, you don’t look much like a gay 
socialite.” she said, peering closely at me. 
“Anything wrong?” 

I gazed at her thoughtfully, trying to 
decided whether to confide in her. Marie 
was my mother’s younger sister and she 
had always been more understanding than 
Mom. From the remark she made over 
the phone to Mom, Marie must have some 
idea what was going on in Celia Stuart’s 
circle of friends. Finally. I shook my head 
and said, “It’s noghing—really. I just wish 
that—that I could talk to Mom. She never 
really listens to me.” 

Marie patted my hand. “I know, Sugar. 
What is it you want to talk about? The 
week end trip?” I lowered my eyes, but 
said nothing. Marie pursed her lips. “I’ve 
heard that the Stuart girl’s parties are real 
wild affairs, Ellie.” she said. 

“And you don’t think I should go?” I 
asked. 

“T didn’t say that.” Marie replied. smil- 
ing. “You see, Ellie, I’m older than you 
are, but I’m young enough to realize that 
youre at the age when you want answers. 
not lectures. The trouble is. I doubt if 
any adult has all the answers to the ques- 
tions you young people of today are ask- 
ing.” 

“Then where do we get the answers?” 
I asked. feeling more helpless than ever. 
“Everybody says, ‘Don’t do this, don’t do 
that.’ but no one can say why not. Why 
shouldn’t we smoke and drink and do any- 
thing we want to? The whole world’s do- 
ing the same thing. only most people aren’t 
honest enough to admit it.” 

Marie didn’t try to answer my speech 
directly. but she sat and talked with me 
for a long time. It was comforting just 
being able to talk with someone who didn’t 
scold or nag and she did offer one sug- 
gestion that gave me some hope. Just be- 
fore she left that night. Marie reminded me 
that there were a lot of books and articles 
being written on the subject. “This is the 
age of the experts.” she said, “maybe you 
ought to find out what they have to say.” 

One of the first articles I came across 
was by Julian Huxley, the famous English 
scientist. He wrote: 

“At puberty. the sex impulse intrudes 
—strong. new, often frightening. The 
adolescent’s central problem is how to in- 
corporate this intruding force into his de- 
veloping personality and how to integrate 
sex and love . . . Sexual desires arise sev- 
eral years before marriage is desirable or 
possible.” 

“But what is a young person, especially 
the woman, to do about such a dilemma 
in this present day and age?” asked the 
American psychiatrist, Dr. Louis E. Bisch. 
“Our morals and conduct are no longer 
those of Victorian days. Sex freedom, acti- 
vated by two wars, is widespread—even an 
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accepted ‘must’ by certain of the unmar- 
ried younger generation.” 

Another expert who posed the same 
question was Dr. David R. Mace: “Today 
we talk about sex with an unembarrassed 
frankness that would have filled our grand- 
parents with horror. This new liberty in 
speech has its counterpart in behavior. 
Chastity, say many modern people, is out- 
moded.” 

Novelist Margaret Culkin Banning gave 
a woman’s viewpoint: “There are two 
things that every modern girl, at some 
time or other in her teens, wants to know 
about virginity. First, is it out of date? 
It is only an old-fashioned tradition that 
has been, or should be scrapped by today’s 
young people? 

“Second, does a girl’s chastity, or the 
lack of it, make any real difference to a 
boy or a man? And by that she means, 
will it affect the happiness and success of 
my dates, of my engagement when it comes, 
and of the marriage I’ll make some day?” 

I learned from Dr. Huxley that the prob- 
lem is not new, nor is it a strictly American 
one. “Different cultures have met this prob- 
lem in different ways.” he wrote. “In 18th- 
century England and France it was the 
acknowledged thing for upper-class young 
men to take a mistress. In America, dating 
and petting—the 20th-century version of 
bundling—are the recognized compromise. 

“Other societies find other ways of grati- 
fying adolescent love. In some cultures the 
boys live in communities with the girls; 
only after some years do they marry, and 
then extramarital love is severely frowned 
on.” 

The author added, “However, no ad- 
vanced civilization has yet adequately 
resolved this conflict and in our modern 
life the problem is a very real one. Clearly, 
promiscuity and undisciplined indulgence 
are both bad—bad for the individual and 
bad for society .. .” 

Miss Banning pointed out that “Eighty- 
six per cent of the males contacted by the 
Kinsey investigators had sex relations be- 
fore they were nineteen years old. Boys 
of that age do not as a rule frequent 
professional prostitutes ... The answer 
must be that these teen-age boys had re- 
lations with girls more or less of their 
own age and group. So on the face of 
it, there must be young girls who are ha- 
bitually unchaste and give these boys what 
they think they want .. .” 

As I read further, I found that there 
were many good, sound arguments against 
premarital sex. Virtually all the experts 
gave point-blank answers to the question, 
“Why wait for marriage?” 

Miss Banning concluded, “Sexual inter- 


course is almost always the girl's decision 
—or her collapse, if she has been drinking 
or has drugged herself. Rapes are few 

In moments of sex stimulation and 
hours of mounting passionate excitement, 
it is hard and sometimes impossible to be 
reasonable. A girl has to control a situ- 
ation before it gets that far. She should 
think of the true facts while she is still 
in a condition to think of them. She should 
remember in time that there is nothing 
valuable in such experience \ shady 
sex relationship is never fair to a girl. and 
she is the one who must know that and 
say so if occasion demands . 

Dr. Bisch asked, “But what is the girl 
to do whose feelings are roused when go- 
perhaps even innocently, 
when dancing? And what is she to do if 
the boys insist upon petting?” He then 
quotes Dr. Kinsey’s conclusion that. “Pet- 
ting may be a substitute for premarital 
intercourse.” and points out that “contrary 
to general assumption. his studies have 
shown that premarital petting does not 
lead to premarital intercourse.” 

His own “sound code of sexual conduct,” 
Dr. Mace revealed, “is one which leads to 
a state of society in which marriage and 


ing with boys, 


family living are happy and wholesome, 
stable and secure.” He concluded: 

“We know that young people pass 
through a stage during which the emo- 
tional compass needle is swinging about 
in search of the particular type of person 
who will be a suitable mate. In time. as 
the emotional life develops, the capacity 
for love will grow stronger, surer and 
Then that person will be 
ready for monogamous marriage. 

“But suppose boys and girls express 
these early passing infatuations in sexual 
union. The result may be that they will 
never get past the adolescent level in their 
capacity for love. Most psychologists agree 


more constant. 


that promiscuous men and women are al- 
most always emotionally immature. 

“You can’t develop in young people the 
habit of expressing their sexual feelings 
wherever they happen to wander without 
undermining their capacity for the mature 
and disciplined love which alone can pro- 
vide a sound foundation for good family 
living.” 

There was much more that I read and 
thought about as I tried to reach my own 
conclusions. I don’t have the final answer 
yet, but I know enough to be sure that 
whatever I do will be my own decision, 
based on my own convictions and not a 
desire to “follow the crowd’—not even 
Celia Stuart’s. 


THE END 





Lew 4OT0 COLORING 


At Home! 


EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 

this profitable creative home work for studios, stores, and 

~*~ ——. others. Full or part time. Fascinating hobby or 

7 = vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 

. 4 payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 
It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 

35 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3238, Chicago 14. 












New Portable Pocket-Size Water Heater 


Place ah water; plug in soc turn on switch! 
Hot Water! Thousands use rie bathing, washing 


etc. Heats small! quantities very quick! Heating 
speed of large quantities depends on pantie. 

Read directions before using, follow. Regula AGENTS 
However if you'll tell your friends DISTRIBUTORS 

out Atha to saverees rea, us, we 

will let you now have one for only plus tax. 
0 MONE Just name and address. PRICE $2.95— 
Pay postman $1.98 plas LIMITED $ 98 
5 stal charges. Satisfaction TIME oni 
ranteed or return within 10 days for refund. only 











a ROVAL CROWN 


1S THE SOFTER 
DRESSING. IT 








FORCES You To Save 


$100.00 a Year Automatically! 


Get Perpetual Date 
& Amount Banks, 
25c a day keeps 
Savings up-to-date. 
Also totals amount 
saved. Forces you 
to save a quarter 
every day, or date 
won't change. Auto- 
matic saver for 
gifts, vacations, 
time payments, etc. 
Foolproof mecha- 
nism and key. Use 
year after year. 
Start saving right 
away. Order sev- 
. mone il eral. Reg. $3.50. 
Now only $1.99 each; 3 for $5.75; 6 for $11.00 
postpaid. Mail cash, check or money order to 
LEECRAFT, Dept. TN 
Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 





300 Albany Ave. 


£ COMPLETE 72-PAGE 





ER BLUE BOOK CATALOG 
Shows You AO to WiNat 


aps. DICE 


Now you can win every 
time! Fool your closest 
friends! Famous Blue Book 
tells about Perfect on Magic 
Dice, Magic Cards. RE AD THE 
BACKS—Inks, a Poker 
Chips, Gaming Layouts, Dice Boxes, 
Counter Games, plus many more 
articles never before heard of! Limited 
quantity, so hurry! Send for this 
complete 72-page fully illustrated 
FREE catalog today. 


831 S. Wabash Ave., 
K.¢ CARD CO. Room 519, Chicago 5, Ill. 












MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 


You can learn at home in spare time. 
Choice of careers: practieal nurse, 
nursing aide, hospital attendant, infant 
nurse, nuree- companion, doctor's office, 
ete. Course endorsed by physicians. 
57th year. Equipment included. Men, 
women, 18 to 60. High school not re- 
quired. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Dept. 7711 25 East Jackson Blivd., Chicago 4, i. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
_ Sess = 
City _State _Age_ 





~] 
~) 








I Gave Up Modeling For God 


(Continued from Page 25) 


irnings from a part-time job. He rec- 
ymended I study with voice coach Lu- 
er Henderson and be ready for his show 
the fall. So I went to work as an 
torney’s receptionist, and studied under 
Ir. Henderson. 
That fall, I made my stage debut in 
il Moore’s Flock at La Vie En Rose. 
did very little in the show—less than 
of the other performers. I felt ab- 
ilutely ridiculous. I lounged on top of 
white baby grand piano in tights and 
ill the lights went out, except a blue one 
later turning to surprise pink—which 


played on me. I had a huge powder puff 


{ 


Miami 


Woods 


nd I was silhouetted in a pink shell 
hile Phil Moore played the piano. The 
cene was called Midnight at Carnegie 
fall. 

That is when I made up my mind that 
he next time I hit the stage. I was go- 
ng to really know how to do something. 

wasn’t just going to stand there. Little 
lid I know that I was serving an appren- 

eship that was really helping me. I 

1s getting over my stage fright—although 

never really get over that—I was in- 
ated, and I was working with troupers. 

Surprisingly, while I was in the show, 
eorge Woods of the William Morris 
y saw me and asked that I audition 


en 


him. Before I quite knew what was 
ippening, I was the property of the 
cy. with four or five coaches teach- 


me ballet, fencing, voice culture and 
imatiecs and technique. Naturally I had 
juit my job as a receptionist to find 
time, and I was subsidized through 

I Woods. 
\fter that, I didn’t model as much. Of 
irse, if a particularly good job came 
{ would do it. I took one assignment 
Bermuda for a magazine fashion story, 
d there I met the Queen of England. 
hen I did a little television work, ap- 
earing in Harlem Detective several times. 
[hese jobs took care of my personal ex- 
which the agency. helping only 
th my training expenses, did not subsi- 


nses. 


lwo years later in 1954, I was booked 
ny first engagement at Copa City in 
Beach, Fla. I wasn’t frightened, 
t I didn’t think I was ready. But Mr. 
had this tremendous idea that if 
trained you with the best and you 
id big ideas and thought big, you had 
be big. I decided that between him 
1 Phil, I couldn’t lose. 
So with some $2,000 worth of special 
iterial, | went to Florida and worked 
1 the bill with Steve Gibson’s Red Caps. 
was terrible; I really think I was, de- 
ite the fact that I went for four weeks 
nd they kept me for the season—some 
ight or nine weeks. But I was determined, 
[ had been before, that when I went 


on the stage. I would really be doing and 
contributing something. Now, I was right 
back where I started. I had given my 
best. and it wasn’t good enough; not really 
good enough. For the first time since I had 
decided on a theatrical career, my hopes 
were dampened and I had lost confidence 
in myself. 

Off I went back to New York, disap- 
pointed and a bit disillusioned, yet de- 
termined that I could still make it, perhaps 
altering my style a little. 

The next big idea came to me as the 
first one had done—on the spur of the 
moment. I was watching Harry Belafonte 
in Three For Tonight one evening when 
I realized Belafonte had the change of 
pace I needed. I knew I wasn’t the best 
singer in the world by any means, but 
I did have a flair for style, and I had 
what they say is sometimes the most im- 
portant thing in show business—guts. I 
had determination. But nerve is no good 
if you don’t have a basic talent. I knew 
I couldn’t sing popular songs, because 
there were dozens of girls who could sing 
much better than I and they were just 
floating around. They would never be any 
better than half good, so it was easy to 
realize my own limited potential. But I 
thought: Now I could sing folk songs— 
Oh, no, that’s ridiculous, I can’t sing folk 
songs. There are no girl folk singers who 
are making good. Ah, perhaps I could, 
because of the very fact there are none. 

So I presented the idea to my manager. 
He hit the ceiling at first, but business- 
men are businessmen, and after they put 
money behind you, they are willing to go 
along with you so that it will not all 
have been in vain. 

I discussed the idea with Harry Bela- 
fonte and he offered to help me. To gather 
material, I went to Washington, D. C., 
and talked with the same people who 
helped Harry in his research work at the 
Library of Congress. I also remembered 
some songs my grandmother used to sing 
in patios when I was a little girl in Lou- 
isiana. Soon I had loads of material: 
calypsos, trouble things, some in yiddish 
and Creole patois. I was exuberant over 
plans for my new act. It would work. I 
was sure of it. 

And then, so gradually at first that it 
was almost unnoticed. a dramatic change 
began to creep over me. I don’t know ex- 
actly where it started, but all of a sudden 
I awoke one day and I wasn’t unhappy 
or sick, I had all the material things I 
could ask: a beautiful apartment, a prom- 
ising career ahead of me and wonderful 
friends; yet I was confused, almost in a 
state of depression over the chaotic condi- 
tion of the world. I would pick up a 
newspaper. read its mournful headlines, 
and immediately become impressed with 





the fulfillments of Bible prophecy. And as 
I started to think about it, all of the 
teachings and the things my father used 
to speak about came back to me, and 
as I thought, I became frightened. 

For a while, I considered telephoning 
my father, whom I had not talked to in 
ages. But soon I rejected the idea. About 
that time, however, my parents wrote me 
that they were coming East. I learned then 
that my father, too, had been concerned 
about the fulfillment of Bible prophecy 
during the same time I had been. Others 
may call it coincidence or fate, but I be- 
lieve the Divine Hand was in it. 

When my parents came East, they per- 
suaded me to go with them to the Alle- 
gheny Conference camp meeting in Pine 
Forest. Pa. Realizing how many years it 
had been since I attended church, I didn’t 
want to go. I had never wanted to be 
a hypocrite. I felt that if I could not 
adhere to all the Bible’s teachings, I would 
be committing a dreadful sin to pretend, 
and thus would be severely punished. 

But I did go to the camp meeting, tell- 
ing myself all the while that I would 
be making my parents happy after bring- 
ing them so many years of disappointment 
over my career in a world so foreign to 
the church. I need this little religious 
repast, I told myself. and when the meet- 
ings are over and I get home, I'll get 
back to normal. The whole business 
seemed a lot of nonsense. After all. this 
was a modern world and I was a modern 
thinker, and I just couldn’t step out on 
faith as simply as that. 

But on the last day of the conference, 
I sat listening to Elder C. E. Mosely speak- 
ing on the Holy Spirit. And as I lis- 
tened, I began to shake inwardly. Elder 
Mosely spoke the Biblical words that all 
of us have heard all our lives and take 
for granted. But now as I sat and listened. 
they struck home with sharp new mean- 
ing. glistening in all their truth and beauty. 
I listened and I began to cry. I couldn't 
help it. I was touched. 

Still. I fought the handwriting that was 
beginning to etch itself upon my con- 
science. I was determined that I had got- 
ten enough religion for a while. But then 
I couldn't sleep, and although I had never 
had any trouble with my appetite, I 
couldn’t eat. I tried to continue to pre- 
pare myself for my forthcoming night club 
act. but I gradually lost interest, and 
eventually stopped going to my dramatic 
and dancing lessons. 

It was during this period of uneasiness 
and uncertainty that a friend telephoned 
one night and, after some argument, per- 
suaded me to go to a boat ride dance fea- 
turing Count Basie and his band. I had 
always been an avid Basie fan, but had 
never frequented boat rides. 

As I went aboard that night, I glanced 
over my shoulder and saw Joyce Bryant, 
whom I had met at a New York party a few 
years before, and with whom I had become 
quite friendly because of our similar back- 
grounds in Adventism. 
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Later, while everybody was dancing and | 


having fun. I stood looking up and down 


the Hudson, unable to pinpoint my un- 
rest. Suddenly I became obsessed with 
the idea to talk to Joyce. to tell her I 


had been to camp meeting. I made my 
way through the crowd and found 
sitting on the bandstand with Count Basie 
blasting away and Joe Williams singing 
Every Day. 1 knelt beside her and 
“Joyce, I have something to tell you. I 
went to camp meeting. I’ve talk 
to you. You and I know what’s happen- 
ing out here. I want to go back to church. 
I don’t know how. Will with 
me?” JT hadn’t known at that moment of 
the struggle that was going on in her mind. 


Joyce 


said: 


got to 
come 


you 


religion. 


1oo. over 

Joyce and I didn’t get together until 
an old school chum came to New York 
and went to church with me. She seemed 


so sincere and conscientious. answering 
my every question. that I telephoned Joyce 
to come over and talk to her. It was a 
little before three o’clock in the afternoon 
when the three of us met. Before we broke 
up. both Joyce and I had missed appoint- 
ments. and my friend had missed her train 
back to Washington. D. C. It was one 
o’clock in the morning. 

The course I must take was clear after 
that. Quietly Joyce and I both began 
studying the Bible and attending church. 
Nothing could influence me otherwise. I 
had to give up my old life for the church. 

I knew well what people might say. 
Some would brand it a_ publicity stunt. 
Others would say I was disappointed in 
love. A would see 
an admission of being unable to scale the 
slippery heights of stardom and cling to 
But I knew that none 
of this was so. I had often felt I 
had been but now I 
knew I did not want the pot of gold at 
the end. It would not be enough, as all 
the other material things had been 
enough. Nothing would do short of the 
spiritual security of God. 

In November of 1955. as quietly as was 
possible, Joyce Bryant and I entered Oak- 
College. a Seventh-Day Adventist 
school in Huntsville. Ala.. far removed 
from all fame or fortune. After a 
ter of studying secretarial science there, I 
am enrolled in Business 
College, near my home in Riverside. Calif. 

I know that I have left many good and 
fine and Christian people behind 
show business. but I chose to be out of 
it, and I have a of mind I 
never had before. I am very happy, and 
I wouldn’t have it any other way. I feel 
that there 
were many snares and pitfalls I could have 
fallen into in the world I have left. 

And I know now that there has been 
no sacrifice on my part—no sacrifice at 
all for me to want to serve God and to 
be a Christian. I am sincere in my de- 
cision, and I intend, by the grace of God, 
to remain 


few my decision as 
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sincere. 


THE END 
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and mail with your name, address & 3c stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5211, Noroton, Conn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 


wil: GREY HAIR 
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Amazing laxative-stomach sweetener now 
in pleasant easy-to-take TABLETS too! 


Half-alive, headachy, when con- 
stipation sours stomach? Get won- 
derful relief, overnight, with Black- 
Draught*. Pleasant laxative-stom- 
ach sweetener works two ways 
when you suffer gassy upset, sour 
stomach from constipation. Re- 
lieves constipation while you sleep! 
Helps sweeten sour stomach, too! 











HOW TO SWEETEN UP 
YOUR WHOLE INSIDES! 


Have Life Look Sunny Again! 


Noharsh griping. Black-Draught 
is made from Nature’s pure vege- 
table herbs. Taken at bedtime, 
brings comforting relief in morn- 
ing. Helps sweeten sour stomach 
too. Sleep away these constipation 
worries, Next day, feel frisky as a 
kitten! Get Black-Draught today. 
* In Powder or Granulated form... and 

now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 

n constipation 
FOR CHILDREN Paar ceeri 
gestion and disposition, get Syrup of Black- 
Draught. They love this honey-sweet liquid. 








Wrong Side Of The Tracks 


(Continued from Page 17) 


remember her words. Mama had done 

than guide me, she had dominated 
life—subtly, shrewdly, almost un- 
eably. But she had done it, and I had 


1 
nel 


lama didn’t like Bob. Mama didn’t like 
man—any colored man. You would 

ik it foolish for anybody born of a black 
other and father to be prejudiced against 
own kind; anybody who had lived 

ill their life on that side of the tracks 
you can’t tell the living quarters 
the outhouse; who had cooked and 


here 


ept in the white folks’ kitchen until 
were wrinkled and gray; who had 


eated nights over an ironing board to 
end a daughter to nursing school; who 
d eaten cornbread and greens year-in 
| year-out. You just wouldn't think they 
ild hate their own folk. 
But that’s just why Mama hated colored 
Because all her life, despite father, 
had it hard. And her mother before 
had it hard. 
Lisa,” she used to tell me. “there ain’t 
hin’ a colored man can do for you. Your 
never had a nickel. All he knew 
was what the white folk told him 
lo. I had to get up and go to work 
mornin’ before day just like: him. 
(nd I mopped and scrubbed, and cooked 
laved, and stole food from my mad- 
icebox to bring home to you. But 
that good-for-nothin® daddy of yours 
did was gamble and drink up his 
ey and come home and want to fuss 
fight. The day he died I had a load 
ed off my mind.” 
The day my father died had been when 
[ was six years old. I don’t remember it 
well. but he had been working up on 
iter tower when something gave way 
| he fell. He didn’t live but a couple 
His boss came around and told 
\fama about it, and for a while after that 
he sent us a big basket of groceries every 
then he quit. There hadn’t been any 
surance money, of course. That’s another 
on Mama hated Papa. 
Papa’s kinsfolk had to put together the 
ney to bury him. 
\ white man treats his womenfolks 
> Mama would say to me. “When he 
to eat, he gets him a cook. When 
house gets dirty, he has a colored 
an clean it up. When he wants his 
lothes washed and ironed. he brings ’em 
ome poor ole colored woman whose 
husband is layin’ up drunk and don’t make 


hel 


nours, 


igh to eat on. A white man don’t work 
I womenfolks to death.” 
Mama was bitter all right. real bitter. 


That’s why she was so happy when she 
yund out about Cliff. At first I thought 
> would be angry, like a lot of mothers 
ould have been. But I should have known 
rom the way Mama felt—from the way 


SO 


she had always talked—that she would be 
glad that I had found a white man. 

Cliff wasn’t only white, he was well-to- 
do. Or at least. his family was. And he 
was young, handsome. and a little reckless. 
He must have been the kind of man that 
a lot of girls dream of. 

But he wasn’t the man of my dreams, 
for my dreams had never gone that far. 
Even when we met [ never realized what 
was about to happen. I wasn’t thrilled or 
excited or impressed, but rather a little 
bored and apprehensive. 

It happened at the hospital where I was 
working as a registered nurse. It was a 
fairly big place. mostly white with only 
one ward for colored patients. And the 
colored nurses always stayed in their ward. 
But on this particular Saturday night, 
things were busier than usual. We were 
in the midst of one of the South’s great 
polio epidemics. and it also seemed that 
night that everybody who had a gripe with 
his wife or met an enemy on the street 
picked that time to do something about it. 
There were fights. shootings and accidents. 
The hospital was overtaxed. 

The white doctors and nurses had their 
hands full and then some. But my ward 
had gotten a breathing spell, and when 
Cliff came in fresh from an automobile 
accident with his arm all slashed up, they 
called for one of us to come and wash 
and get it ready for a doctor to look at. 
I went. 

It was a nasty cut, all right. It ran from 
Cliff's elbow up to the fleshy part near 
the shoulder and was bleeding like crazy. 
I had to work to stop the flow of blood. 
All the while. Cliff never showed any sign 
of pain. He just sat there on a little stool 
and managed a half-grin. It wasn’t the 
sort of look most men like him gave girls 
like me—girls who matched their white 
standards of beauty and figure but who 
were done up in brown. I had been leered 
at by men in the bus station and propo- 
sitioned by drunks on the corner. but Cliff 
looked at me with appreciation. Appreci- 
ation for what he saw and appreciation 
for the fact that I was stopping him from 
bleeding to death. 

He tried to joke about his accident. too. 
Something about. “I sure made a mess 
of myself, didn’t I?” But I didn’t even 
look up at him. I hadn’t seen the look 
in his eyes then, and I only thought that 
he was trying to get chummy, trying to 
get a chance to get free with his good 
hand when I turned my back. Smile at 
them and they think you’ve given them 
the right to pat and pinch, I told myself. 

But Cliff kept talking. not about me, but 
about himself. How foolish he had been 
to take a dare that he couldn’t make that 
highway curve at seventy miles per hour 
in his new car. He was glad he hadn’t 


hurt his college buddies who were riding 
with him. He was the only one injured 
when the car had skidded and crashed 
into a tree, and he had almost managed 
to avoid the accident entirely. 

He talked quite honestly, and reminded 
me a little of Bob, who had volunteered for 
the armed forces and was then in Korea. 
Cliff was young and his wealthy parents 
had spoiled him, he admitted. He was a 
pretty nice boy, I decided, and at least 
he saw his faults. And a lot of white folk 
would have raised holy you-know-what at 
having a colored nurse work on them in 
a hospital. Oh, Cliff could have been real 
nasty, one way or the other, if he had 
wanted to, I began to realize. 

After I had finished and gone back to 
my ward, I thought about Cliff a lot. 
Yes, he was a lot like Bob. Only Cliff 
was white, and he probably was just be- 
ing nice because he was afraid, afraid that 
he was hurt and going to die. They’re all 
nice when they’re afraid, I told myself. 


T WAS two weeks later when I saw Cliff 

again. He was waiting in a car outside 
the rear hospital exit when I came out. It 
was nearly midnight, and the other girls 
on my shift had left a few minutes earlier 
while I sat talking with a favorite patient. 
When Cliff called to me as I came out, I 
was glad I was alone. I was also fearful 
of what he wanted and surprised that he 
knew my name. He hadn’t asked me that 
Saturday night. 

“Lisa.” he called to me. “come on, get 
in. I'll give you a lift home.” 

“No, thank you,” I said. 

“Tt’s crazy to walk when you can ride,” 
he insisted. 

“Tt’s crazy to take a chance when you 
can play safe.” I retorted. And then I was 
sorry I had said it. Now he knew what I 
was thinking. 

“How can you be taking a chance when 
you ride with an Eagle Scout, a former 
choir boy and a reformed man? I don’t 
drive seventy any more.” 

Maybe he had missed my point, I 
thought. It wasn’t his driving that I was 
worried about. Maybe he knew exactly 
what I meant but preferred to ignore it. 
He kept talking about the advantages of 
modern transportation over the old days 
and then he gave me the showroom sales- 
man’s talk on the features and conven- 
iences of his new sports car. All the while. 
I stood outside listening. 

When he had called me as I stepped out 
the door, he had been a white man and 
I had been a colored woman. Now, as he 
talked, he was once again the somewhat 
reckless college boy who had banged into 
a tree, realized he had been a fool, and 
said so. I was again the nurse who had 
listened. I got into the car. 

And Cliff drove me straight home—or 
almost. On the way he told me that he 
had casually asked my name from the 
white nurse in charge of the accident room. 
I was easy to talk to, he said, and there 
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weren’t many people left in the world who 
could listen. Cliff said most of them had 
their own problems to talk about. 

He had a good sense of humor, and 
even when he talked seriously, he man- 
aged to put life and fun into the conver- 
sation. I soon found myself talking and 
laughing with him—and liking him. 

And then I realized where we were go- 
ing. We were driving to my home, that 
little four-room house built like all the 
other little four-room houses in the neigh- 
borhood. We were going to the other side 
of the tracks. Somewhere in the canyon 
between the brightness of his world and 
the darkness of mine, we had found a 
moment’s gay, hopeless fun, but now I 
was almost home. almost to the ramshackle 
filth that Cliff never dreamed existed, a 
place where he did not realize I had come 
from and was going back to. Had he 
realized it, he never would have been 
waiting for me. 

I was going home and I was ashamed. 

“Let me out at the corner,” I told him 
suddenly. 

“Is this where you live?” Cliff asked. 

i” 

“Then I'll drive you all the way,” he 
said. 

“T want to stop and see a friend,” I lied. 

Cliff stopped the car and let me out. I 
thanked him for the ride, said a hurried 
good night and walked away. After his 
car pulled off again I turned to watch 
him drive back to town. Go away, white 
man, I muttered to myself. You don’t be- 
long here and I don’t belong with you. 

But Cliff came back again and again. 
He was attending college not far away, 
so he could drive home on weekends. Once 
a week there he was, faithfully parked 
outside the hospital door. And I would 
always wait until I could walk out alone. 
I didn’t want anyone to see. I didn’t want 
anyone to suspect. 

It was funny the way it was happening. 
I took great pains to keep anyone from 
seeing me get into Cliff’s car. I always 
suggested that we drive a way that I felt 
would be untraveled and free from prying 
eyes, and I always got out before I got 
to the home I was ashamed of. I pre- 
sumed that Cliff, too, made some effort 
to keep our meetings as clandestine as 
possible. But we never spoke of these 
efforts to each other. We pretended it was 
all natural and acceptable. We never said 
Cliff is white and Lisa is colored. We 
didn’t discuss his white world and my 
black one. 

The fifth night that Cliff picked me up, 
we didn’t head home. Instead, he drove 
to a hilltop overlooking the town. It was 
one of the hundreds of “inspiration points” 
or “lovers’ leaps” near any place that has 
a high hill or a low mountain. The night 
was warm and beautiful and wonderful- 
smelling. I had changed from my white 
uniform to a street dress before leaving 
the hospital, and I felt that I wanted to 
be “taken out.” Where else was there for 


Cliff to take me but to a secluded spot? 

We parked and looked out at the neon 
lights over the town. I had never been 
high enough to see them all before. We 
didn’t talk, but Cliff left the radio on so 
we had music. Suddenly I was aware that 
Cliff was looking intently at me. Without 
a word he slid across the seat toward me, 
and I met him. His lips sought mine, 
rough and yet gentle; demanding yet ask- 
ing. And I was giving. Even this. our 
first kiss. was not brief. We clung to each 
other. and our brief oasis had become a 
world of multi-colored lights and rainbows 
and bursting skyrockets. 

Suddenly I pulled away from him. 

“Cliff.” I gasped breathlessly. “this is 
foolish. It’s mad!” 

“Ts it, Lisa?” he asked. “Is it?” 

And then I knew for certain that it was 
there in his mind as well as mine. We 
were of a different skin in the land of the 
great white myth, and it wouldn't work. 

“Cliff. let’s face it. We've got to be 
reasonable.” I was determined now to call 
a spade a spade. “This —This isn’t right.” 

“What makes it wrong?” Cliff demand- 
ed. 

“Don’t be a child.” I snapped. “Look at 
your hand on mine. They make a nice con- 
trast. don’t they? Snow white and nut 
brown. That’s what’s wrong. Cliff. Let’s 
admit it.” 

I was giving Cliff the benefit of the 
doubt now. I was presuming that what 
he felt for me was not tempestuous desire, 
but rather a sincere liking. Perhaps even 
love. If this were merely a_ passionate 
thing, he could not be persuaded by rea- 
son. 

“Lisa,” Cliff said, sounding shocked, 
“we've never even talked about it. For us 
that thing doesn’t exist. We like each 
other. We can’t be bound by this—this 
color situation.” 

It was hard for him to say it. even now. 
He made it sound as if he was afraid of 
becoming a traitor by coming right out 
and saying “you’re colored and I’m white 
but it doesn’t make any difference.” 

“Can’t we?” I asked. “Cliff. you and 
I were born and bred here in the heart 
of Dixie. It is as much a part of us as 
we are of it. There is a difference and we 
feel it deep down inside, each of us. Even 
if we didn’t. our lives are as prescribed 
and bound by tradition as the sea is by 
the land, as the earth is by the sky. We 
can’t change it.” 

“Love conquers all things,” Cliff said. 
And then he leaned over and kissed me 
again. It was a powerful point in favor 
of his argument. 

The next morning I told Mama about 
Cliff. I must have sounded a little starry- 
eyed. Mama was enthusiastic. 

“Now you gettin’ some sense. Lisa.” she 
told me. “Now you gettin’ smart. Hang 
on to that white boy and he can do things 
for you. He can fix it so you won't have 
to work all your born days. He can buy 
you nice things and send you off to visit 


your friends and your folks. That’s why 
I sent you away to be a nurse so you 
could get some education and learn how 
to be neat and clean. I figured one day to 
get you a job taking care of some rich 
white folks. and that maybe one of them 
would take to you. But you're a fast 
worker. Honey. You done it already.” 

I wasn’t listening to Mama. I was throb- 
bing with a new excitement. It was an 
excitement that was to last several weeks 
with Cliff coming to town every weekend. 
We didn’t discuss race any more. We 
skipped it as we had done before. Cliff 
never offered to take me any place. because 
in our town we would not have been ac- 
cepted either in a white place or a colored 
one. I always pretended I just wanted 
to go for a drive. and he would say that 
suited him fine. or was just what he had 
in mind. 

And then word came that Bob was on 
his way home. It was not quite what you 
would call a bombshell, because an under- 
current of guilt had trembled through me 
all these weeks: guilt for not having writ- 
ten to him very often; guilt for the way 
he felt about me and the way I didn’t 
feel. or didn’t know I felt. about him. 

It was summer now, and Cliff was com- 
ing home to stay. He had completed his 
study in engineering and was going into 
business with his father. I didn’t know 
what Bob’s plans were, but I was glad I 
was finally going to find out. 

He wore his uniform the first night he 
came to the house. He was a little bigger 
and a little prouder. and was all decorated 
and handsome. He had been a fine combat 
soldier. I was proud of him too, and for 
a long while that night we laughed and 
talked. just like old times. But then I 
noticed an almost strange new seriousness 
about him. as if all we were doing and 
saying was but a prelude to something 
he wanted to say. Soon he began saying it. 

“Lisa, honey. I’ve been thinking a lot 
about the future. about yours and mine. 
Coming home I had a lot of time to think. 
With the GI schooling I’ve got coming and 
my savings. I can finish that last year of 
college and go on to medical school. I’ve 
always wanted to do it. I never said it 
before but I guess I really got the idea 
when you went to nursing school. Lisa. we 
could be sort of a team, you and I; doctor 
and nurse. husband and wife. It might not 
be easy and it'll take a few more years, 
but. well. I guess I’m asking you to marry 
me.” 

That was the bombshell. I knew Bob 
was going to ask me to marry him some- 
time. I thought it might have been right 
after high school or before he went into 
the Army. but when he didn’t, I still knew 
he would some day. And yet now I was 
just as unprepared for it as if the thought 
had never entered my mind. 

“Marry you. Bob? When?” I know that 
wasn’t the way I was supposed to answer, 
but that was what came out. 

“I’m selfish about it, Lisa,” Bob said. 
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Vhen Bob came the next night, it was 
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a live 


a 


hat | 


marry 


you right away before 
other guy comes along and plucks 
the vine. You’re beautiful, honey. 

ky somebody hasn’t taken you be- 

Oh, I know you'd probably 


Imost support us at first, and it 


fair. But I love you enough to sacri- 
pride to that point, if you love 
iough to do it.” 
was the sixty-four dollar question: 
love him enough. Did I? 


Bob, I don’t know. 


I can’t answer 


like this right away. I need time 
ik. I—I.” 
Sure.” Bob said. “You need time.” 
ould tell, though, that he was a little 
ippointed that I hadn’t been able to 


him 


iWway. 


told you 


so, 


I told 


you 


an answer—the right answer— 


WAS barely out of the house that 
night before Mama leaped on me. 
so,” 


she 


d. “Didn’t I tell you about colored 
Here that triflin’, good-for-nothin’ 
ants you to work yourself to death 
’ a livin’ for him. ‘Just a little while.’ 
Make it one week and 


vs. Huh! 


be 


gonna want the hog!” 
stened to Mama rant and rave a long 
About the only time I 


that night. 
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you give that man the pig 
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“good-for-nothing.” I 
think she should say those things 
I told her so. 
\fama was saying some things that 


It would be five 


30b would be able to 
any money. even if he was lucky 
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re years I would be twenty-seven. 
meent I couldn’t hope for things like 
1e and kids and a car and money in 
ank until I was thirty. Thirty, to a 


seems 


like an awfully old age. 


there was Cliff, ready and willing to 


throwing 


things at my 


feet. 


What 


: and where my feet would be at the 
[ didn’t ask and Mama didn’t say, 


ne 


assured me I could soon see. 


ake Roberta Johnson, livin’ up there 


Dl 


‘ig fine house with all that fine 


ure. She ain’t never hit a tap since 
as twenty-one, and that was twenty- 
years ago. Everybody say ‘How Ro- 
Don’t never want for 


sam 


like that? 
hin’ and wears her furs.’ 
Tucker, one of the best white 


I know how. 


hat ever lived, he done it for her.” 


it at the 


time, 


but 


ama didn’t say it, and I didn’t think 
Roberta was 


in that fine house with all that rich 
f all alone. She didn’t have a husband, 
she didn’t have too many friends. 


ig heavily and the weather had grown 
isonably cold. It was like a forebod- 


=\ mbed. and 


I 


trembled both 


with 


chill and fear. This, I felt. is a major de- 
cision in my life. 

Bob. of course. was pressing me for an 
answer. and Mama, of course, was listen- 
ing in the next room to every word. I 
could almost hear her saying, “Give him 
his hat, Lisa, and tell him to close the 
door quietly when he leaves.” 

And trying to tell Bob I wasn’t going to 
marry him wasn’t easy. I fumbled for the 
right words, found them, and then let them 
go, afraid to say them. I hedged and stut- 
tered and said things like. “I’m not sure 
it would work the way you’ve planned 
it,” and “Maybe I wouldn’t make such a 
good wife.” Certainly the latter was a lie. 
If there was anything in this world I want- 
ed, it was a chance to be a good wife 
and mother. 

But no matter how many ways I tried 
to say “no.” I couldn’t quite do it. At 
least, not point blank. I only succeeded 
in making Bob angry. 

“You know how it is,” I was trying to 
say. That was silly. I didn’t even know 
what I meant, how could Bob? 

“Sure, Lisa. I know how it is.’ 

“T don’t think I’ve explained it very 
well,” I said. “Maybe I should have tried 
to put it all down on paper. Maybe my own 
thoughts would have been clearer.” 

“Yeah.” said Bob, getting his hat and 
coat. “You can write me a note.” 

And then he was gone. My heart never 
felt heavier than when I stood in the door- 
way watching him walk through the rain. 1 
had hurt him and I was sorry, for I knew 
that even his anger was not aimed at me, 
but instead at himself. He must have been 
blaming himself for expecting me to ac- 
cept his marriage terms. He was like that. 


’ 


WAS DETERMINED that this 

thing must move quickly, that it could 
not lag with me feeling this way. Cliff was 
coming home in two days for good. We 
could make our plans. And I did what Bob 
had sarcastically suggested. I wrote him a 
letter that very night, telling of all the 
fears and doubts in my mind, and asking 
him to please understand my decision. I 
wished him the best of luck. It was sort of 
what you would call a “delayed Dear 
John.” It was the definite “no.” The next 
day, I dropped the letter in the mail. 

Cliff was there when I got off from work 
the following night, and we drove to our 
favorite little spot on the hill. I was quiet 
most of the way. Cliff noticed it. 

“What’s the matter Lisa,” he asked, 
“aren't you glad I’m home to stay?” 

“Sure I am, Cliff.” I said. 

“Good.” he said, “then let’s act like it.” 

Cliff slid across to me and in a moment 
I was in his arms, and he was raining pas- 
sionate, searching kisses on me. His caress- 
ing was more intent. more demanding than 
ever before. I squirmed away. 

“Cliff,” I asked, “where do we go from 
here?” 

“Don’t tell me you’re worrying again.” 
Cliff said, grabbing me once more. 


now 


*“Haven’t you been thinking about it?” 
I asked. 

“Sure.” Cliff said. “I’m going to work 
for dad. ’ll make plenty of money and we 
can see each other any night we want.” 

“Ts that what it’ll be, Cliff? A lifetime 
of slipping around up back alleys and to 
hideaways? Sneaking out of town? What 
about marriage and a home and children?” 

“Those things might have to wait, baby,” 
Cliff said. “Maybe. maybe we'll have to 
lead separate lives on that score. But we 
can’t let conformity and custom stand in 
the way of true love—not our kind of love.” 

“Oh can’t we?” I snapped. jerking free 
from him. “And just what do you think 
you’re doing if you’re not bowing to cus- 
tom, Southern custom? You want to have 
your wife and your home and your self- 
respect and family’s blessing all the same 
time. You want your friends—your white 
friends. And still you want me, too. Me. 
your brown-skinned mistress to take your 
love when it’s convenient for you to give it. 
Me. your black beauty who sleeps with you 
and raises your illegitimate children. No 
thank you, mister. I think this is where I 
came in, and if you don’t mind, this is 
where I'll bow out. Take me home please.” 

The tone in my voice and the fire in my 
eyes must have convinced him. Cliff drove 
me home without saying a word. When I 
got out at my customary corner. all we said 
to each other was “Goodnight.” 

I rushed the rest of the way home almost 
in tears. Cliff wanted to share only his 
other life, only his sordid existence. And 
Bob, dear Bob, had wanted me to share 
everything; the heartaches, the good times, 
the bad; the struggle and success. Oh Bob, 
Bob, I thought, what did I do? 

When I got home I really did cry. and 
for the first time, on Mama’s shoulder. I 
told her what I had done and why I had 
done it. I didn’t want Cliff. I told her, even 
if I could have him my way. Bob was what 
I wanted. He was what I had always 
dreamed I wanted. He was my kind of guy. 
I was sorry for Mama, I told her, but I 
couldn’t let her dominate my life any more. 

“Lisa, honey,” Mama said. patting me 
on the back, “I guess I’m just a silly old 
woman. All the things I told you, I said 
them because I wanted the best for you. I 
didn’t want you to be a mean, ignorant, 
poor old woman like me. I wanted you to 
have the best. I wanted you to be happy.” 

“Tt’s all right, Mama. I guess happiness 
and love are things that can’t be bought 
or substituted for with money. You never 
really loved Papa anyway, so everything 
that happened you blamed on him. I loved 
Bob, but I’ve lost him.” 

“Lisa.” Mama said. “that letter 
mailed, it came back. You forgot to put a 
stamp on it. It’s in your room.” 

I ran and tore the letter to pieces. then 
began writing a new one: 

“Dearest, darling Bob. I love you with 
all my heart. I know that now, and I want 
to become your wife, whenever you want 


” 
me. « « « 


you 


THE END 
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